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GADZIKOWSEK! 57 


FROM THE EDITOR: The Fannish Exper lence 


Fandom Is a way of Iife. Or so most new fans ere told when they first encounter the phenomenon 
called "fandom." But what Is It, exactly? 


Ten years ago, when we first became Involved In fandom, we were certain we knew what It meant. 
It was easy, after all. Fandom was.e..fans.e People. And it didn't matter If two people had ab- 
solutely nothing else In common, as long as they were fans. 


Sclence fiction? Fantasy? R8le-playing gemes? ClInema? Televiston? Yes, they were all pert of 
that larger whole, all part of that wonderful new fannish world. Fans got together at conven- 
tions to meet one another, to talk, to share thelr dreams and wander the realms of their Imagina-~ 
tlonseece 


But that was ten years ago, and many things have changed. The world Is different now -=- and 
fandom Is different, too. [+t has grown, In both numbers and scope, and It has changed dramati~ 
cally over the years. 


Today, we see the fannish world differently, and In part, at least, the difference Is not a good 
one. For fandom, Ike so much else around us, has become polltics. Wherever people congregate, 
no matter who they ere or what their Interests, they engage In the eternal geme. 


Power. That's what politics Is all about. And that, unfortunately, has become as much a part of 
the fannish expertence today as It Is of the mundane world. 





Are you an avid reader of hard-core science fiction? Then, someone will tel! you, you must look 
down on those who are Interested In r&le-playing games. Is fantasy your principal Interest? 
Then you must disiike purely sclentific writing. Literature? Then clInema and television should 
be anathema to you. Or, conversely, you love a good sclence fiction film? Then, obviously, you 
hate all the sclence fiction {Iterature -- or maybe, as ts the sad case In far too much of the 


mundane world, you simply cannot readee. 


And thls, we are told, Is what fandom today fs all about. Someone -- a faceless but Influential 


someone -- dictates a serles of neat categories, and all fans must fit tidily Into them. 


What troubles us most Is the number of fans who actually accept this, who go along with the 
dictates of the politically powerful without ever asking what gives another the right to dictate 
-- without ever asking why. 


We ask Ite In fact, we demand an answer. 


Isn't It possible for someone to enjoy both good lIterature and good cinema and television? And 
why can't one be a fan of both hard-core science fiction and of fantasy? 


Who are these Influential someones who dare to dictate what -- or who -~ a fan can or cannot 
ttke? Who are these people who make a mockery of the spirit of fandom so many of us have valued 
over all these years? Who are these people who have turned fandom Into a political arena, In 
search of thelr own power and glory? 


And who are those who let them do It? 


If you are reading these words, you are In all Ifkelthood a fan. That means you are a part of 
fandome And It Is up to you, as a fan, to stand up to the dictators, the power-seekers. It Is 
up to you to tell them you will no longer meekly follow thelr rules. it Is up to you to say you 
will belleve what you belleve, and not what you are told; that you will IIke what and whom you 
lIke, not what and whom someone else | ikes. 


it Is up to you to make your own decisions, whatever they may be, and to stand up for them. To 
do otherwise makes fandom no different at all from that mundane world we so often claim to scorn. 


if there Is anything at al! specftal and unique about fans, It must be this. 


For In the end, fandom Is fans, not politics. But only If the fans themselves make IT Soe 





---Joy Harriso 
Managing Editor 








Rr 


iC 


tt 


"Soap Opera" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


PART THE FIRST: BLOWING BUBBLES 


Vila Restal muttered dark and dreadful oaths as he sorted through mounds of sweat-stalned cover- 
alls and crumpled tunics. Why do ! always get stuck with the worst Jobs on the ship? Just 
because |'m the only Delta grade on a spaceship full of sutcidal Alphaseee Why can't they do 


their own Jaundry? What does a thief know about dirty clothes? Besides the fact that | don't 
like themes? 


Vila decided dismally that It was probably part of Blake's master plan to reform him. Keep the 
thief busy, and he won't have time to rald the medical unIt for adrenalltn and soma -- or so Blake 
thought. But It would take more than a few make-work projects to separate this particular little 
Delta from his favour!te drink. 


Distracted by notions of thwarting his larger-than-life leader, Vila stuffed a generous number of 
Blake's shirts into the washing machine. "Why Blake persists In weartng these monstrosities Is 
beyond me," he grumbled, poking at a volumfnous sleeve. 


He frowned as he reached for a container of concentrated soap tablets. The shirts were filthy. 
He sometimes thought Blake could find more ways of getting dirty than even Avon, thelr resident 
genfus, who was always crawling Into the machinery on some pretext or other. Well, no need to 


bother with Instructions. Laundry [sn't all that difficult. A bit of extra soap will take care 
of the problem... 


Shaking an over-generous supply of tablets onto the shirts, Vila programmed the machine to wash, 
then settled down for a short nap. 


He awoke to a room that was rapidly filling with bubbles. The laundry computer rumbled ominously 
as soap spewed from its depths, and the bubble level rose at an alarming rate. 


Vila jumped up -- and promptly sat down again when hIs feet slid out from under him on the siIp- 
pery floor. 


Cautiously, he tried once more. Moving Itke a child on his first set of skates, he Inched hIs way 
over to the door. It was Jammed -- the InsIdlous soap bubbles had shorted out the locking mechan- 
Ism, and Liberator's sophisticated auto-repalir system apparently couldn't work quickly enough to 
counteract the fast-rising foams For once, he didn't even have his tools with him -- although how 
much effect they would have on a broken lock was questionable. 


This sort of thing was not supposed to happen. You were supposed to be safe In a laundry room 


aboard your own ship, after all. Faced with the tmmfnent threat of suffocation by soap bubble, 
Vila did the only thing he could think of. 


* 5 * 


"Blake! Avon! Anybody! Help! Let me out of here! They're golng to get me! Help!" 


On the flight deck, hIis terrifted screech burst at full volume from the communtications console, 
causing Avon to drop a laser probe on his foot. 


"What the...?" Blake growled as he spIlled half a glass of vitamtn tonic down the front of his 
shtrt. "That's Vila" 


"Really?" Avon responded archly, nursing his Injured extremity. 


"Something's wrong. Cally, find out what's happentinge Tell hIm we're on our way. Come on, 
Avon." 


"Must 12% Then, "Oh, very well.” 


Grabbing weapons from the arsenal, Blake and Avon dashed off to rescue their obviously petr! fied 
comrade. 


They skidded to a halt In front of the laundry. Avon called Cally In the hope of further clarify- 
tng the s{tuation, while Blake tried the door. 


"No good, Avone The mechanism seems to be jammed from the Inside.* 
"Maybe Vila has been expertmenting agafn." 
"Then why call us? What did Cally have to say?" 


"NothInge The comm Is no fonger functional. She cannot raise hime" Avon was confused, and 
didn't ltike the feeling. If they were dealing with an Invaslon of some kind, why the laundry? 
Surely an Invasion force would try for the flight deck. This was almost certainly one of Vila's 
false alarms. He had an amazing Imagination when he was drinkIng.e It made no sense otherwise -~ 
unless, Avon decided, Vila's unspecified "they" realized he was easily frightened, and therefore 
the most vulnerable member of Liberator's crew. 


Sttll, that did nothing to explain this particular location. It was certalInly not a place the 
thief frequented, except under duress. “We will have to blast the door. — Out of my way, Blake." 


MRight." 


Almtng carefully, Avon demolIshed the malfunctioning controls, while Blake blasted the door. Guns 
at the ready, they burst In -- or tried To. 


Blake went down first, dlsappeartng In a spray of soap. Avon, arms flapping IIke the wings of 
some glant black bird, sl!Id halfway across the room before coming up agalnst the sorting table on 
which Vila perchede The table rocked as Avon, too, disappeared beneath the bubbles. 


"Blake?" Vila whimpered, hugging a strut for balance as he scanned the soapy sea around his feet. 
"Avon? Answer me!" | 


Blake sputtered and choked as his curly head bobbed to the surface near the Jaundry computer. "My 
God, Vilat" he exclalmed between coughs. "What have you done?" Clinging to the machine for dear 
llfe, he hauled himself off the floor and jabbed the "CANCEL" button. It was actually becoming 


ta] 


easter to retain hIs footing, now that some of the slIppery froth had escaped Into the adjofning 
corridor, but he wasn't taking any chances. “Where's Avon?* he demanded, still gasping. 


Suddenly, Vila's table overturned with a resounding thud, unceremoniously dumping the thief to the 
floor. Avon's face peered over the wreckage, his hands clutching his head as he groaned and 


coughed. 


"Are you hurt?" Blake took the other man's answering grumble for an affirmative. Then, as Vila 
emerged from the bubbles, Avon grabbed at him with a snar!. He can't be too serlously damaged... 


"Blake? Avon?" Cally called anxfously, peering around the demolished doorway. 


"Stay there. It's sllppery," commanded the rebel leader, his effectiveness hampered somewhat by 
both the bubbles emerging from hIs mouth and the suds dripping Into his eyes. 


"So It fs," she agreed, giggling In spite of herself. Blake's feroclous frown only made her laugh 
harder. “You should see yourself," she managed to say. Ignoring him, she picked her way over to 
a stunned-locking Avon. "What happened?" she asked as she examined him for Injurles. 

Blake offered the explanation. “1! think he hit his head on the table." 


"Yeah," agreed Vila, "and before that, he..." 


‘Never mind, Vilal® Avon snarled. HIs eyes snapped wide open at the sIght of the bubbles that 
accompanied his words, and he groaned. 


Vila enjoyed the computer expert's discomfiture Immensely -- enjoyed It, that fs, until he noticed 
he was afflicted by the same InfirmIity. "Oh, no!" he walled. "Cally?" 


She Just shook her head. "Try a bit less soap next time." 
"Exactly how much soap did you use?" Blake asked, cautlously pushing hImself away from his anchor. 
The thief shrugged. “About half the container, | guess. Your shirts were awfully dirtyoo." 
"What?" Avon almost made It to his feet before his various aches caught up with him. He stag- 
gered. Only Cally's fast reflexes kept him from sliding back Into the soapy quagmire. "You, 
Vila, are an Idflot!" he whispered venomously, clinging to the Auron woman's arme "You were 
supposed to use one tablet, not one hundred." 
"Well, | wasn't to know that, now, was 1?" the thief pouted before the other man's Ire. 

¢ 


"Dtdn*t you read the Instructions?" 


"Nobody told me | had to read the Instructions. It seemed simple enough, didn't It? How was | to 
know? I've never done laundry before." 


"Never doneeee Blake!" 
The rebel leader winced. I'm In for It now. Avon's not about to let me forget a mistake I fke 


this -- but how was | supposed to know Vila's never run a washing machine? He thought everyone 
knew how to do that. 


"Come, Avon," Cally Intervened, tugging gently but firmly on her chargee "I will help you. 
Blake, Vila, | want the two of you In the medical unit as well. You can finish the washing later, 
Vila." ’ : 


"Fintsh theees! Why me? What does a thief know about laundry, anyway?" he muttered, subsiding 
only when he caught Blake's glare. 


tWe will teach you," the rebel leader promised. And his votce promised more than a laundry lesson 
tf the thief didn't behave. Slipping a little on the fast-drying soap, he went to Vila's side and 
hauled him upe "On your feet," he ordered, then growled, "I hope Cally knows how to get rid of 
these damned bubbles!" as a few of the shimmering orbs floated past. 


Shoving the thlef before him, he smiled a IlIittlee My sense of humour must be returning, he 
decided, watching Vila rub the nether portion of his anatomy while grimacing ruefully. So he 
didn't escape unscathed. That fact just might keep Avon from killing him -- maybe. Well, at 


least we should be safe for now. After all, what else can Vila do to a simple thing IIke 
laundryeece? 








PART THE SECOND: A STIFF UPPER LIP, AMONG OTHER THINGS 





"Blake, you simply must do something about... What happened?" Cally stormed onto the flight 
deck, only to be halted tn mid-harangue by the sight of Roj Blake, notorfous rebel leader, decked 
out In a rosy pink pirate shirt. Blake never wore pink. It was contrary to all unwritten rules 
for rebels. 





He looked up with a long-suffering sighe "Three guesses." 

"Vila," she sald sympathetically, with an understanding nod. 

"Vila," he affirmed. "Il suppose you have a problem with the laundry, foo?" 

in answer, she shook out the dress she carrfed In her arms and held it up for Blake's Inspection. 


"There doesn't seem to beeee Ohe" Grease decorated the skirt In crooked streaks, rendering the 
white garment virtually unwearable. 


"It's rutned," she complained. “What am | supposed to wear to the ResIsters and Rebels Ball next 
week 7" 


"Look, Cally, I'm sorry about the dress, but Vila will never learn to be responsible If we don't 
give him anything to be responsible for." 


"i knowe" She sighed. "It's Just that this was my favourite..." 
"Maybe Jenna can lend you something.* 
"That could be a problem," replied a feminine volce from the direction of the corridor. Blake 


turned, to see Jenna In a pink petalled tunic that was much too snug for her ifthe form. "WII! 
you look at this, Roj2?" | 


tot 


AN 


( 


ti+ would be hard not toe" He ogled his beautiful blonde pilot appreclatively, pulling himself 
back together only with great effort. “Uh, Vila?" 


"He shrank my very best top." 
"| can see that." 


"You want to borrow mine?" Gan rumbled as he came up behind Jenna. "You look better in fringe 
than | do." His brown tunic hung In neat shreds from oversized shoulders. 


Blake rolled hfs eyes. "Vila strikes again, | see. He's not even consistent. | wonder what he 
did to Avone" 


Cally shuddered. "I'm not sure | want to know. J would not care to be In Vila's shoes right 
nowe" 


"Why not? Good morning," the thief chirped from the other entryway. 
"Vila." Blake began, fire In his eyeso 


"Uh, Blake? What's wrong, Blake?" he squeaked In alarm, backing away as the rebel leader bore 
down on him, followed by three very angry-~looking crew-mates. 


"For a start, | don't Itke pink.” 
"You never told me that," Jenna Interrupted, miffed. 


Vila’s eyes popped open at the sight of the pllot's skin-tight tunic, and he whistled. It was not 
a wise movee Blake reached out a hand and grabbed him, much to the hapless thlief's dismay. 


"tf there fs any whistling to be done, | will do it. Is that understood?" 


“Put him down, Blake," a voice ordered from the deserted entrance. The circie around Vila turned 
In untson, to see Avon glaring at them. 


Blake set the thief back on his feet. "Avon!" he greeted with forced cheerfulness. "We were just 
commenting on the laundry. Anything to add?" | 


The computer expert snorted and, without further comment, moved -~ slowly and very, very stiffly 
-- to his work station. Cally*s brow crinkled In concern. It was, after all, only a few days 
stnce Vila's first abortive attempt at washing, and Avon's subsequent Injury. She'd thought he 
was recovering nicely, but now wasn't so suree He definitely was not acting normally. Pass up an 


opportunity to flay Vila? He must be [lleee 


‘Are you well, Avon?" she questioned. ‘You lookee." 


"I'm fine, Cally,” he snapped. "Just leave me alone.” A flashing light on his board drew his 
attention. Quickly, he leaned forward <-- and crackled. 


Cally's eyes widened as she realized his prebleme "Are you sure you don't have any complaints 
about the laundry?" she giggled. 


Watching her struggle to turn a snicker Into a sneeze, Avon knew she knew what was wrong, and gave 
up any further hope of quietly shoving Vila out the nearest airlock. Turning patnfully, he 
sighed. “Actually, | doe Next time, Vila, please refrain from starching the leather." 


PART THE THIROs WATER SPORTS 


Vila grimaced as he surveyed the Jaundry room. Even with some technical assistance from Avon, It 
had taken the better part of a week to repair the damages from his first attempt at clothing 
maintenance -- and another week for Blake to cool down after his second attempt. 


Surpristngly, tt was Avon who had come to his defence. Considering the man's perpetual state of 
aggravation, the thief hadn't expected him to be so forgiving -- particularly after he developed a 
painful skin rash from the starch. So here he was agaln, stuck In the bowels of Liberator, with 
orders from Blake to "get [t right this time." 


Are all gentuses so appallingly grubby? Vila wondered Idly, approachtng a heap of black leather. 
Cally's and Jenna's wardrobes weren't half so bade They both stayed relatively clean most of the 
time, and as long as he didn't shrink anything or splt!il grease on the whites, they would be 
suitably grateful. Working for Cally might even have a few perks, he mused, as a fall glass of 
adrenalin and soma came to mind. Gan wasn't hard to please, elther. And Blake, while his clothes 
were often filthy, could be placated as long as he wasn't forced to wear any more pink pirate 
shirts. 


Then there was Avon. Their restdent computer gentus managed to find the filthlest places on the 
shtp.e Ol, grease, dust -~- you name It, and Avon could and would find it. Leather wasn't exactly 
the easlest thing tn the galaxy to clean, elther. It was a good thing the man wore coveralls for 
the worst Jobs. 


And Avon did have one other positively Infurfating habit. His pockets were Invarfably filled to 
overfiowing with everything he had simply forgotten to remove -- half-eaten biscults, bits of 
wiere, laser probes,. even ORAC's key. Vila was awed by the variety, wondering If the other man had 
sub Jected his mother to an endless string of blology experiment rejects. Computer chips, more 
ITkely. 


Well, this Isn't getting the Job donee One more foul-up, and Blake wil! probably space me without 
benefit of a trial. It was times Itke these that made Vila long for the simple life of an Incar- 
cerated thlef on Cygnus Alpha. 


HeaviIng a resigned sigh, he bent to his task. He had almost finished rifling the computer man's 
pockets when hIs expression suddenly turned thoughtful. Then he grinned, and stuffed his prize 
Into his own pocket, his eyes twinkling with devilment. His grin widened when he heard the 
distinctive sound of Avon's footsteps In the corridor. 


"Vila, have you seenesee?" Avon burst Into the room, pulling up short as the thlef polnted to the 
sorting table. 


"DId you lose something?" he Inquired gullelessly. At least Avon wasn't armed, he noted. He 


wouldn't dare even consider teasing the man If he weree That could prove hazardous to a person's 
continued existence. | 


* 10 # 


With a glare that could melt Liberator's controls at twenty paces, Avon stomped over, and pawed 
almost desperately through the substantial pile of miscellany. “It's not here,” he muttered upon 
reaching bottom. "“Damn!" 

"Maybe | can helpe What Is It you're trying to find?" asked Vila, all wide-eyed Innocence. 

"Never mind." 

"i+ wouldn't happen to be this, now, would It?" His grin became slightly wicked. 


"Give that to me!" 


“Not IIkely," the thief retorted, dangling Jenna's necklace just out of his reache “Not when | 
could win sweet Jenna's eternal gratitude for returning It." 


"You're delirtous." 


"Maybe, but | know Blake would be ftnterested to find out you carry Jenna's necklace around with 
youe Careless, Avon, forgetting It IIke that." 


"Vila," Avon sputtered, "she asked me to fix the clasp for her." 


"You, and not Blake?" He shook his head Incredulously, enjoying every evi! moment. They came so 
rarely. "| find that hard to believe." 


tAnd what would [+ take to ellminate your doubts?" The computer expert played along, amused that 
the thlef would stoop to blackmali, even in fun, and curlous to see just how far he Intended to 
gOo 


Vila considered. The other man was tn an unusually congental mood, and he didn't want to push him 
too far. Still, If there was a chance of benefittinge.. "Hmmeeo” he said aloud "I think a 
month without laundry duty would Just about do it." 


Avon thought It might be something IIke that. "You realize, of course, that it Is simply your 
word agatnst mine, and chances are that Blake will take mine." 


"y-yese" Vila backed off a step. He wanted plenty of room to run {f things turned violent. 
Teastng Avon was rewarding after a fashion, but {t was a bIt Itke stroking a cat. You never knew 


tf tt would purr or bite your hand off. 


"And, at the end of the month, you will return the necklace to me?" the computer man continued, 
pretending not to notice his companton's Increasing discomfort. 


*Uh-huhe" 

"Very woll." The whole tncident struck him as humourous. Vila could be a most determined man 
when It came to avoiding work. At least, If he did his own laundry, he wouldn't have to put up 
with the atrocities to which Vila had subjected his clothing thus far. Jenna's weren't the only 


garments that were tight. Besides, he had an Ideas “You have a bargain, Vila." 


*t,.01 do?" The thlef was flabbergasted. He had never expected Avon to cooperate. 
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"Yes, you doe" It was almost worth a month's laundry duty just to watch the man's face. "But | 
want It In writing." 


"What?" 


"We will, of course, need a witness. This must be done properly, after all. 1! think, under the 
circumstances, that Jenna will be most appropriate." 


"Bu-but, Avonece!" 
"What's wrong, Vila?" 
"She'd! kISE met" 


"why should she?" I+ was the other man's turn to affect wide-eyed Innocence. "You did find the 
necklace In my possessfone Shall we go?" 


"Uh, Avon?" 
"Yes?" 


"1, uh, have to finish the wash first." 
PART THE FOURTH: SPIN CYCLE 


Avon hummed to himself, pleased, as he sorted through the piles of crinkled coveralls and grimy 
shirts. He could hear Vila bouncing down the corridor, and he was ready. 


"Like your new Job, Avon?" the thief crowed as he peered through the doorway, ready to duck If the 
other man decided to throw anything potentlally lethal. 


"i+ has proven to be most amusing," he conceded with an enigmatic smile. "DId you bring me your 
contr fbuttons?* 


"RIght here." He deposited his bundle on the floor and parked himself on the sorting table, 
gloating as Avon hoped he would. "1 thought I'd stay a bit, to offer you the benefit of my vast 
experfence, since you've never done this before." 


The computer man's eyebrows rose, and he choked back a laugh "I prefer showers to bubble baths,” 
he sald drily as he bent over the untidy heap. He devoted only half an ear to the thief's 
prattie, listening Instead to the sIlence tn the corridor beyond. Finally, he recognized Blake's 
heavy tread. 


"Avon, what's golng on? Jenna sald you were down here doling the wash, but | didn't belfeve her. 
| thought Vila wasee." The rebel leader stopped abruptly when he noticed what Avon was extricat- 
tng from a sleeve of Vila'ts robe. "That's Jenna's," he stated, his voice Ike a rumble of distant 


thunder. 


"i+ $s?" Avon was the plicture of confusion as he dangled the scanty night-wear from one finger. 


* 12% 


"Rather small, don't you think?" 


"Never minde™ SnatchIng the offending garment, Blake bore down on the hapless and decidedly 
confused Vilae "What were you doing with this?" he demanded. 


"Bu-but, I've never seen It before! Honest, Blake! Tell him, Avone Avon? Oh, help!" the thief 
walled, searching In vatn for a safe place to hide for, say, the next hundred years or Sos ifm 
doomede Blake will tear me limb from IImbeee 1 should have known better than to try and black=~ 
mall Avone 1 should have knowneece 


Revenge Is sweet, Avon thought as he slipped quietly from the scene of Impending mayheme Maybe 
I'11 go back In a few minutes, and rescue Vilae Then again, maybe | won'teee He'd have to think 


about Ite 


Yes, revenge was sweet -= particularly when her name was Jennae 
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"Darkly Dreaming" 


(By Barbara Mater) 


instde the cage, It was warm and brighte An unseen source played soft music, and richly coloured 
velvet curtalns In shades of blue, red, and violet draped the wallse A huge mirror In an ornate 
gilded frame hung against the wall opposite 
the door; as she lay on a =~*mound of 
sweetly-perfumed purple satin cushions, Perl 


gazed Into It. Her face = lovely, young, SE Qi, 

shining with happIness == looked back from the Z SN 

glass. She preened before her Image, IN Lo Be 
arranging the blue silk of her long gown ea, ees 
around her shoulders, pouting, flirting with ER lj NALS! a 
her reflection, playing with her hair. She SES YING Ce EWN WE 
turned this way and that, admiring herself, aN ay ; ( \K WG, — 


R ACh 
ees ANS if 
unaware of two people who watched from 7, me OG 
outs! de. (i yas iE “2 eN 
Teh ee Saye i -_ Sy 1 


One was the Doctor. 


"Come along, Perl," he called Impatlently- 
"Can't be anything that Interesting In there." 


"But, Doctor, this Is such a pretty room. 
It's warm, and everything's so pretty, and | 


just love the way |! feel, with all this 
COlOUP cee And the music, hear the music?" 
She sIghed. "| love the way | look, too, 


don't you?" 


The Time Lord frowned. There was no denying 
Per! was very nice to look at, but she was 
certainly not at her best right now. From 
where he stood, just at the foot of the I|Ittle 
rtse on which the cage perched, he could see 
only fron bars hung with dirty canvase A 
raspy rattling, as of rusty sherds of metal 
scraping together, sounded from within, and he 
climbed closer to look Inside. Through a gap 
In the hangings, he glimpsed straw on 4 
concrete floor, an old torn mattress with the 
cotton stuffing falling out, and some dirty 
rags the gir! had wrapped around herself ~~ to 
keep out the cold wind that whined Incessantly 
through these hills, he thought. 
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The most ominous object In the cage was the video screen that [nexplicably hung on the wall. 
Perl's face, as she gazed at the screen, was dirty, and there were dark circles under her eyes 
from lack of sleepe She must have spent as bad a night as he had. 


He shuddered as he thought of that night. The TARDIS had chugged to a halt after a difficult 
Journey, thrown off course -- he wasn't sure whether by unknown forces or by mechanical mal func~ 
tion. At first, he was relleved they had materlalized at all, let alone on a solid planetary 
surface. But after they went out to Investigate, he began to doubt his good fortune. It was 
twillght, and they had no way of guessing how long the coming night would last. 


They climbed a hil! for a better view, and saw only more hilis, and more beyond them, all covered 
with patchy wild grasses and occastonal groves of trees. Here and there, rocks Jutted out from 
the grounds here and there, they saw the tell-tale bright green of marshes. Birds called In the 
alr, sounding something tike rooks flying home at evenInge Things moved In the trees, rustling, 
cauttious. 


They saw no people. It was getting dark, and the Doctor sald, "it's better to go back to the 
TARDIS now. We can explore In the morning." 


But Pert had already reached the bottom of the hill, and polnted off [nto the distance. “Look, 
Doctor, there's a light over there. Let's go and see what It Ise" 


"No, Perl, come with me." 
"Oh, come on, don't be a spol li~sport." 


He followed her, anxfous that she might stray into a marshy spot and sink out of sight, or be 
attacked by whatever was In the trees. But she had a good head start, and the ground was uneven. 
It was hard gotIng tn the dark, and {tt took him a whtle to catch up to her. 


She walked on, passing between two hil!s and coming up to this level spot, and went Into the trap. 


He was sure now that It was a trap, and that It had been set purposely to catch humans. But by 
whom, and for what reason? 


The Doctor walked around to the back of the cage, which was about five metres on a side, and found 
It backed up Into a hillside. No getting tn or out that way... The only door seemed to be the 
one at the top of the exterlor ramp; she had shut that behInd her. There was no handle on the 
outside of the door, and when he pushed against It, Itt didn't move. As he was about to try 
climbIng through the bars, a sudden surge of electricity went through them, and he felt his hands 
vibrate and clutch Involuntartiy at the burning metal. Then he was thrown clear, tumbling back- 
ward to the ground below. 


He landed harde An ordinary man would have had the wind knocked out of him, but not the Doctor. 
He was back on his feet In an Instant, staring around hIm. He saw only blackness. His hands were 
cramped, his arms stiff. He tried to move his fingers, and couldn't. 


Closing his eyes, he began the mantric breathing he knew would restore his circulation and neural 
functioning. After only a couple of breaths, he was selzed from behInd by something large and 


odiferous, with long halry arms that It fted him tke a child and carrfed him off. Oh, no! Nota 


Yet!I! This doesn't even look like the Himalayas... 
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Of course, It wasn't the Himalayas, and [t wasn’t a Yeti ~~ or at feast, not an Earth-type one -- 
but a curlous large ape native fo the nameless world the TARDIS had landed upon. The ape took Its 
time carrying the Time Lord away, and he had a very uncomfortable ride. Jounctng along through 
the night, he gagged at the rank odour of the beast and struggled to get away, but the creature 
held him fast. It stopped cccaslonally to snatch an tnsect from the air and devour It, or to 
pluck fruit as they passed through a grove of treese 


The Docter tried to communicate with the animal In every language he could think of, but to no 
avalle Its mind wasn't even open to telepathic exchanges, although the Time Lord sensed It was 
more curlous than hungry, for which he was glad, although he had never yet met apes that would eat 
warm-blooded creatures. 


Atter some time, they errived In the top of a tree, where a female ape nestled In the branches 
with her baby, resting quietly. She made grunting nolses to the male, who answered her with 
muttering and gestures, poking the Doctor and turning him around to show her. 


She tugged at the Time Lord's coat, tracing the borders of the coloured patches with her fingers. 
Her night vision must be very good; the Doctor couldn't see the colours himself. 


The apes made him stay In the tree with them all night, although they did nothing to Injure him. 
He couldn't sleep for fear of fallinge When the beasts slept, he tried to make his escape, but 
+he female awoke and with some annoyance pushed him back Into his place between herself and her 
mate. 


In the morning, the male ape went out to look for food, first grunting some sort of Instruction or 
admonition to the Doctor. The female was occupled with her baby, and the Doctor qutetiy cl fmbed 
down out of the tree. He hoped they wouldn't be able to find him by his scent ~~ which, he 
suspected, was by then somewhat Ifke their owne 





* 17 * 


He wandered around uncertalnly. The terralIn was so similar everywhere that he could see It would 
be hard to get any bearings. After a while, he spotted the TARDIS; from there, he could see which 
way Perl had gonee He checked Inside the ship first, but she wasn't there. Alert for glant apes, 
he went looking for her. 


xe EH 
Someone else kept a close eye on Perl. 


He watched her In the monitor as she awakened on the mattress, stretching Iuxurfously, tossing her 
hair and smiling with her eyes shut, oblivious fo the cold that made her body shake and her teeth 


chatter. She belleves she Is lovely and happy. She must continue to belleve that. Soon, she 


will be convinced | am the source of her beauty and happInesse.. 
He folded his arms across the front of his hIigh-collared grey Jacket, his sftiver halr bright under 
the fluorescent I!Ights In the hI listde bunker, his blue eyes gleaming, a thin sardonic smile on 


his lfpse 


Outstde, the Doctor called to her again. "Perf! {t's not such a good place as you think! How 
can you enjoy the cold, the hard floor, the dirt? Please, come with me!" 


"Oh, Doctor, you can be such a pest. It's very nice. Listen, I'm really hungry. Why don't you 
go get some food and bring It to me?" 


"{ should think you're hungry! Cold, too, no doubt, and you don't look as If you've slept any 
more than ! havee Come on out. We'll be fine In the TARDIS." 


"\]'m fine right here! Now, how about finding us some breakfast?" 


That was the first sensible thing she'd sald. But why does she IIke that cage so much? "Listen, 
Perl, has someone hypnotized you? What went on In There overnight?" 


She finally looked at him, but Ignored his question. “Breakfast, Doctor?" 

At least It would give him an excuse to get Into the cage, where he could talk to her face to 
face. The Time Lord went to a nearby grove of trees to pick some frult, hoping he wouldn't meet 
one of the apes again. 

While he was gone, the American girl had a visftor. She was sitting on her soft cushions, swaying 
In time to the sweet, lovely music, staring unseelngly at the bright blues and reds and violets of 
the thick drapes. Then, there he was, standing beside her, with his alr of benevolent authority. 


“Hello, Pert." 


*Hello.* She smiled, for he seemed to belong In thIs delightful room, and to be the most charming 
and pleasant companion she could meet. "Who are you?" 


"In some places, | am called Kraft. { hope you are enjoying my hospitality." 
"Oh, It's perfect. Nothing could be better, Mr. Kraft. | feel so lucky to have found this 
place.” 
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"Oh, It was not luck that brought you here. No, this room was made just for you, Perl. | have 
been walting a long time for you to come here." 


"For me? But why? How did you know about me In the firstee-?" 


He gestured for her to be quiet. "I! know about you because it Is my way to know about people. 
And this has all been arranged to make you happy." 


She frowned, Just the tinfest IIttle frown, for nothing could be so bad as to disturb her here 
amidst all this beautye She tried to remember what It had been IIke before she came here. It 
seemed so long ago, but stIillece "i think | 

was pretty happy already. There was ASSN NAAR ALLEL SSS SSS SSSR RSS RR RRR 


someonéese The Doctoreee He was sort of : Sa TES 
strange, sometimes, and he didn't always look Cg 
the same, elther, but he was very special to 
mee | thinkeee It's all sort of faded now, 


like It wasn't real, but | think It was."  *Bgi Seems : 
Kraft was not pleased. "The Doctor?" He ; ‘ces ote a 
glared at her. "You think you knew someone a5 ‘po BE eS ne 


mee +i 
** 


called the Doctor? What sort of name do you 


call that? And what sort of person? And = 

where Is he now? Too busy for you, Is he?" ss 

"No, heecehe will come back, I'm sure he ee 
will." But she didn't sound sure. Her see 

happiness was waveringe She didn't want It to see Sete 
be spolled; she wanted to feel happy agalne se : RRR: MT Bi 
"Is something wrong?" she asked fearfully. sececeascoatses % ERR SR I 
"Of course not," her visitor reassured her. BESS 
"Everything Is perfectly fine, as long as you ! ARON NBER 
stay here." CES 
She reached out to touch him, to lean on hime SEY 

He caught hold of her wrist and, with his scececeetees 
other hand, held her chin steadye He stared seeiesead 


Into her eyes. "Trust mee" He spoke softly, 
slowly, stIll staring Into her eyes; he did 
not smile. "Take all the time you need to 
trust mee" 


"Perl!" the Doctor called. "Here, I've 
brought you something to eat!" 
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She couldn't look at hime She couldn't look 
away from Kraft. "It's all right now, 
Doctor," she salde "I don't need anything any 
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moree™ The stranger let go of her, nodding BF ODES GIO 
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his approval. 


The TIme Lord peered through the gap In the 
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filthy canvase His companion stood In the middle of the bare cell-like cage, face to face with a 
strange mane “Who's that?" he asked. 


‘it's all right, Doctor," she sald. "He's a friend. Won't you come In and meet him?" 


"Well, would you Itke to let me In?" If she could open the door. At least he would know that 
muche 


"Yes, why didn't | think of that?" she answered, delighted. "You can come In here and stay with 
me!" She went to the beautifully palnted door, took hold of the handle, and pushed It open. 


The Doctor stood back as the rusty Iron door swung outward, then slipped quickly inside before she 
could change her minds He locked around for her companion; he was nowhere to be seen. 


"Here's your breakfast," the Time Lord safd, handing her a branch heavily laden with red, sweet~ 
tasting berries. "Where's that fellow gone who was here with you?" 


"Do you mean Kraft? | don't know. He got In without my seelng him, too. Oh, Doctor, he’s so 
wonderful. He made all this Just for me." She smiled, and gestured around the cage. 


"Did he, now? 1 wonder why. What do you think, Perl?" He examined the room. It was stfll 


dirty, cold, and bare, and the raspy metal sound was quite loud. She must be seeing a powerful 


tt! luston of some kinds If only | could determine Its origin! The obvious answer was the video 
screen, which she gazed Into as If It were a mirror. It was unlit; perhaps It operated only 
intermittently. He could see no controls. 


tHe satd he wants me to be happy.- And | am, Doctor! If only | could tell you how happy!" She 
beamed at hime Her IIps looked dry and cracked, but she didn't even taste the julcy berries. 
Instead, she pinched them one by one, rubbing the red Julce on her cheeks and forehead |Ike 
cosmetics, gazing Into the mirror as if In love with her own face. 


"Per|, what are you doing? Stop that this minute, and act !Ike..-l Ike yourself." 


"What do you mean, Doctor? Don't you want to see me looking nice? Oh, no, not youe You never 
cared If | was happy, did you? No, all you ever wanted to do was fight monsters and chase bad 
guys» Never mind If Perl has any fun, just so long as you get to be the big hero, right? Well, 
let me tell you, I've had enough. I've met somebody who wants me to be happy, and I'm going to 
stay right here, and | don't need you any more, so you can just go back to your old TARDIS and go 
flytng off Into space and get yourself Into more trouble, and this time, you can do It without 
me!" 


"Pert..." He put a friendly arm around her shoulders. "None of this Is real, can't you see?" 
She stared Into the mirror, smugly admiring her tmaginary reflection. “You can't see, can you? 
WIIIl you just look at me? Please?" 

She did, but It was a look of deflance. 

"Of course, | want you to be happy," he sald earnestly. "Of course, | do. But you can't find 
happtIness tn an flluston. It may be fun for a while, but It's no way to IIve. You have to face 


reality. Was our reality so very bad, hmm?" 


She looked away again. 
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He sighed. "Well, |! guess I+ did have some rough spotse But It was real, Perl. It was us, 
really lfvinge If you're tired of travelling with me, I"! take you home. It won't be the first 
time I've had to do something IIke that. But | can't leave you here, In thlis.eeprisoni" 


She curled up on the mattress, humming to herself with her eyes closed, oblivious to him. Her 
bare arms were covered with goose-flesh, and she coughed, Interrupting her song, but she didn't 
open her eyes. The Time Lord took off his coat and spread It over her, then left the cage, 
wedging the door slightly open with the branch from the berries. 


He went around the hill. There has to be another way Into the cage, and somewhere, there have to 


be controls for the video screenee. 


The other side of the hill was steeper, marked by huge rocks poking out of the ground. After some 
searching, he found a cave among the rocks. It seemed to back Into the hill; he went Inside. 


Something smelled bad -- sort of doggy, but sharper. He wondered what it was.e The darkness was 
deep. At first, he felt hls way along the walls with hls hands, stumbling a couple of times, 
walting until he could see. | 


Eventually, he could Just make out a darker shape ahead of him In the tunnel. It seemed to move, 
and then, suddenly, [ft was upon him, clawing and tearing, hot breath on his face, huge paws 
stamping on hIs body. He tried to cover his face with one hand, hugging the wall of the cave as 
he scrambled toward the entrance, but the thing had Its teeth tn his ear and wouldn't let go, 
viclously tugging his head to and fro. 


He clenched hIs teeth against the pain, and heard something whirr past him to strike hard on flesh 
nearby. He staggered forward again, suddenly free, and saw the apes In the tunnel entrance, rocks 
In their fists. 


They pushed past him, rushing In to meet his attacker. It howled as more rocks found thelr marks, 
then there was a scuffle, and a loud cracking sound, IIke a tree Iimb breaking.s The apes emerged 
moments later, carrylIng the body of a large, long-fanged wolf-IIke creature. The head lolled back 
at an unnatural angle; they had broken Its neck. 


The Doctor leaned on the rocks, holding his breath against the pain that sefzed the right side of 
hIs head. Gfngerly, he touched his ear. It was stil! there, but ripped and bleeding. 


The she-ape approached him unhurrtedly, looked at his ear, and sniffed It. For Just a moment, he 
was afrald she, too, would bite him, but she didn't touch him. Instead, she grunted, pointing to 
a spring of clear water a IIttle way up the hilf!. Then she and her mate were off with thelr 
trophy, the baby ape stIl! clinging contentedly to his mother's short, halry neck. 


The Time Lord went to the spring and washed his head, then sat a few moments and caught his 


breath. When the pain subsided somewhat, he began to think agafn. If the tunnel does lead 


through the hil! to the controls of the screen, what was a wolf doing in It? 
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Perl awoke to find Kraft standing nearby, watching her as though deep In thought. He sald nothing 
as she shook her head and sat up-e Hunger and fatigue were making her dizzy, but as soon as she 
saw Kraft, she didn't mind. Here was her frlend, her host, who brought her such happiness that 
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nothing else mattered. He wil! take care of me... 

She stood, wavertng on her feet, and reached for him to steady herself. He took her hand, and her 
mind was his. “What's this?" he asked quletly, Touching the Doctor's coat, which she wore loosely 
wrapped around her shoulders. 

"The Doctor was heree He left me hIs coat." 

"He was here? How did he get [n?" 

"| let him tne" 

*You should not have done that. Th!s room Is yours, Perf. Anyone else coming tn might spol! ft." 
"But he won't spol! anything. The Doctor's okay. He Just thought | might be cold, so he left me 
his coat." She didn't feel the Icy gusts that stirred the curtains, nor was she aware of the 


abrastons on her legs caused by lying half off the mattress on the straw-covered floor. "He 
brought me some berries, tco. Oon't they look nice on me?" She lifted her face to Kraft for his 


approval. 


"You are enjoying the mirror and the room, are you not, Perf? | think you need a good long rest, 
and you shal! have It here. But the Doctor must not come [In any more. Do you understand that?" 


"How can | keep him out?" 
"That ts very simple. Just do not open the door." 
"But he asks me so nicely, and we're old friends, don't you see?" 


t! am your friend now, Perf. Has he ever done anything IIke this for you?" He gestured around 
the cagee 


She looked uncertatIn. The Doctor had never given her anything IIke this, but he had proven him- 
self a friend many times. “Are you really my friend?" ; 


"How can you doubt me?" He dropped her hand, and turned away. “If you are not pleased with your 
room, and you would Ifke to go, the door [Is not locked." And he walked away, disappearing through 
the curtains beside the mirror. 
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The Doctor had gathered some dry grass and a bundle of stickse He took a smal! magnifying glass 
from hIs pocket; focussing the sun's rays on the grass, he made a small fire. When the sticks 
caught, he took hold of the end of the bundle and started back Into the cave. Now, at least, he 
could see. . 


He followed the narrow, twisting tunnel deep [Into the hill, walking as quietly as he could over 
the rough floor. The makeshift torch was smoky and filckered constantly, and he bumped Into the 
rocks a few timese Once, he struck his head, which began to throb again. He thought of going 
backee-e 


No! I'm a Time Lord. | can handle anythinge I! have to get Perl free, and to do that, | have fo 
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find out how Kraft {fs working on her... 


He reached the end of the tunnel Just as the torch went out. There was a heavy door across the 
passagee He felt all over It for a knob or handle, but found none. It held when he gave It a 
l!ttle shove. He was preparing to crash Into It when It opened by Itself. 


The chamber tnside was hollowed from the rocky earth, shored up by timbers, and damp underfoot. A 
stream of water ran down one wall, turned a water-whee! that screeched rustily -~ Peri's "music," 


no doubt ~~ then disappeared Into a hole In the floor. Thlis must be under the spring the ape 


showed Me@ecee 


Arrayed across the centre of the room, on some sort of platform to keep them dry, were a computer, 
a small generator connected to the water-wheel, and several other sclfentific Instruments, Includ- 
Ing a farge, old-fashloned tape drive in a cabinet the size of a wardrobe. Heavy cables led from 
a bench-top console decked with gauges and IIghts and a row of push buttons to a channel leading 
through the earthen wall over the opposite door -- the door that must open Into the cage. 


That door opened, and Kraft stepped tne "Ah, Doctor. { have been expecting you.” 
"Have you?" The Time Lord's volce was heavy with frony. 


"Perl has been telling me about her great friend, the Doctor, who wants to take her away from me. 
It hardly seems a falr thing to do, Doctor. Surely, she should be able to associate with whom she 
pleases." 


"Fair? Its what you've done. to her fair? She's fn some sort of trance, thinks that cel! out There 
Is somebody's best room, sits gazing Into your video monitor as If it were a mirror and she a 
prima donnae She's tired, and cold, and hungry, and very possibly sick, too, and she doesn't even 
know ft. Don't talk to me about fair, Kraft!" 


"Are you jealous because she prefers to stay here as mye--guest?* 


"How can you say what she prefers? If she were In her right mind, she'd go with me In a minute. 
I've never tried to charm her, but I've never Iled to her, elther. | think these machines have 
something to do with your hypnotic powers, haven't they?" He rested one hand on the console from 
which the cables emerged, studying the Indicators, and reached for a push button. 


"If you really value her, Doctor, do not play with that." Kraft moved to stand besIde the TIme 
Lord. "That Is a nasty wound you have there. What happened?" 


"| met your dog, and he tacked your good manners." 


"indeed?" A flicker of concern showed momentarily on the other man's suave countenancee “Where 
Is he now?" | 


"You'tl have to ask the apes.* He sighed [mpattently. "Look here, I'm not going to play your 
game, you knowe Whatever It Is you want with Pert, | think you'd better tel! me plainly. I'm not 
susceptible to hypnosis or flattery. What do these machines do?" 


"Ah, Doctor, | shall be happy to explain. This, of course, Is my processing unit." He patted the 


computer. "And this Is Informatton storage -- In Perl's case, not a great deal of Information, 
only her Ifkes and disitkes as far as | have been able to ascertain them. This," he pointed To 
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the wired console, “controls what you cail the video screen, with al! Its various effects. Put 
them together, and they become the Narcissus Machine." He kept his face expressionless, but a 
note of pride crept Into his voice. 


"| thought so. But the Narcissus Project was abandoned when the Time Lords discovered the sclen- 
tist in charge was using the machIne to enslave his fellow citizens. It was ordered destroyed, 
and the man In charge was transferred to a mental position on Gallifreye He is still there. That 
alone proves that, whoever you are, you did not come by thls device honestly. You stole It, 
didn't you?" 


Kraft looked faintly distressed. "! salvaged the components. Too precious to waste, an Invention 
itke this. Would you care to see a demonstration?" 


"No, | would not, and you're not gofng to use that thing on Perl again!" 


But before the Time Lord could stop him, Kraft switched the machine one A small monitor on top of 
it lit up, and by the time the Doctor reached the machine, Perl's face had appeared on the com- 
puter screen. She was coughing again, and brushIng her halr back from her face. Her warm smile 
had become a dreadful grimacee Her eyes were dark with fatigue, her cheeks and forehead smeared 
with red berry Julce. Her halr was dirty and full of straw. But she didn't notice at all, and 
began contentedly preening agatn. 


"You see, Doctor? It Is not 1, but her own vanity, which keeps her here. And It Is her own 
vanity, her own longing for beauty and happiness, that will keep her here. When she learns to 
trust me, nothing will release her, and then she will obey me In all thingse You will have lost 
an ally, and | will have gafned one." 


"Vanity of vanities," sald the Doctor thoughtfully, staring at the girl. "Poor Perf. How does 
the machine do that to her?" 


"| have merely recorded the feelings of pleasure she experlenced when she entered the room, 
Including her self-esteem. Now, when her mind begins to be troubled, | play them back af an 
amplified tevel, and she fs happy agaln." 


"But the Iiluston Itself, how does that work?" 


"A stmple holographic projection, accompanied by a whiff of tranquiifzer gase Quite Ingenious, If 
1 do say soo" 


The Doctor was stalling for time, looking around for something to use to sabotage the machine. As 
Kraft answered him, he found what he was looking fore He reached In front of the other man to 
push hIm aside. 


Kraft was ready for him, and they grappled, the Time Lord trying to force his opponent away from 
the machtne while Kraft attempted to push him to the floor. For a moment, the Doctor appeared to 
be winninge Then he tripped on the edge of the platform and fell. 


He rolled over, and reached Into a corner of the cave for a miner's pick Kraft must have left 
there. He went back toward the platform with It. 


HIs foe picked up a weapon of his owne "This Is what | used to control the wolf," he safde He 
ratsed his hand and cracked the long whip he held, barely missing the Doctor, who was already 
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moving, circling the platform, looking for his chance to get to the machine. "The animals here 
proved not to respond to my machine, but | needed their cooperation, and | knew | would also need 
them when you camee" He smiled hIs thin, sardonic smile, and cracked the whip again, this time 
nearly catching the Time Lorde "You see, | have been expecting you for some time." 


The Doctor kept circling, placing the generator hook-up between himself and Kraft, staying on the 
side nearest the NarclIssus MachInee He swiped at the hook-up with his pick, chopping the cable 
neatly In two, and the lIghts began to fadee "1 suppose you have," he salde "And now, | Know who 
you aree" 


Then he ralsed the miner's pick again, as Kraft braced for another strike, and brought It down 
hard on the console, smashing the monitor, knocking a gauge loose, severing a second cable. 
Sparks flewe The cave was plunged Into darkness. 
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The Ttme Lord made hIs way quickly to the door of 
the cage, not stopping to worry about Kraft. 
Pert huddled In front of the video screen, 
cryInge She looked up when he came Ine "Oh, 
Doctor, It was all a lle! It's not beautiful at 
all!" She began to cry agalne 


"It's all right, Perl," he sald, helping her up. 
"it's all right now." 


The door to the cave was ajar. Light flared as 
Kraft turned on an electric torch. "You have 
rulned It!" he sald furlously. “It was the only 
one of Its kInd, and now It Is useless! You have 
beaten me once more, Doctor, but we will meet 
again!" He swung open the back of the tape drive 
cabinet and stepped Inside. The panel shut 
behind him, and Pert, clinging to the Doctor, 
heard the sound of a TARDIS dematerlalizing. 
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Back In the Doctor's TARDIS, the Time Lord and 
his bedraggled companion sat on a bench In the 
control roome Perl looked Into a real mirror. 
"Yuck! What a mess! How did | get IIike this?" 


"Are your memorles of Kraft and his cage already 
fading?" The Doctor smiled. "Perhaps that's 
just as well. But don't forget completely. That 
way, he can't fool you again." 


"What makes you think he'll! get another chance?" 


"Oh, he's always lurking around somewhere. Keeps 
showlIng up when you least expect hime |! knew he 
had to be a Time Lord when | realized he was 
usIng the NarcIssus MachInee And there's only 
one TIme Lord who hates me enough to try to hurt 
you, Perl. 





"The Master." 


"Turning Point" SHADO! 


(By Marcia Brin) 


A drink, barely tasted, sat unnoticed on the table as the man brooded [In the darknesse Moonlight, 
filtering through the window, provided the only fllumfination. The pale IIight reflected off his 
striking platinum-coloured hair; the rest of him was lost In the shadows and the silence. 


Stlencee It had been so stlent when he returned. At first, Itt didn't concern him; it was, after 
all, 3:30 AeM. She had probably gone to bed long ago, and the baby always slept well. But by the 
+Ime he fintshed hanging up hIs coat and placing hIs papers In the wall safe, he had begun to feel 
there was something wrong. The silence had a strangely empty feel to [tee. 


Suddenly afrald, he raced upstairs, but their room was emptye The bed and the crib -~ ne/ther 
even slept ine 


As he reached for the telephone, an envelope caught his eye. He stared at It for several minutes, 
while an Invisible vise squeezed at his chest. Then, slowly, reluctantly, he reached for the 
letter. 


He still held Itt In hfs hand as he sat alone, staring blindly Into the darkness. He couldn't 
blame her for leaving. What kind of Ifife did we have this past year, our first together? For 
htm, endless work getting SeHeAeD.0. on Its feet; for her, endiess lonely days and nights. Worse, 
he was never able to discuss his work with her, tell her what he was doing. Her parents suspected 
htm of Infidelity, even to the potnt of hiring an Investigator, who was able to get pictures of 
him with several different women. 


Dammit, many of my subord!Inates are women...-! He had no patience with male supremacists ~- but he 
wasn't able to tell her that. Although she had thrown the report away and staunchly defended him 
to her family, hts continued sllence undoubtedly nurtured the seeds her parents had planted. 


There was little pofnt In goltng after her. What could he offer that would be different? We'd 
both know nothing would change... 


God, he had had no Idea how much th!s Job would demand of him, back when [It was first offered to 
him a year agoe If he had, he might have refused It. It was offered on the recommendation of his 
then-superfor officer, General Henderson. He himself was a colonel fn Army Intelligence, and part 
of the team that had collected data on the Invasion. After surviving an ambush by the allens, he 
found himself being proffered the position of Commander-In-Chief, SoHeAoDeOo. Fleld Operations. 
Henderson, who was to become military Ifalson and head of the financial operation, urged him to 
accept It. 


Now | know why Henderson wanted me to take the Job so badly. Bitterness swept over him as he sat 
alone, her letter tn his hand, remembering that afternoon's meeting. Like all the others, actual- 


ly, but | finally understood... 


All-hall-and-well-met Ed Straker. Astronaut, astrophysicist, army officer. A brilliant mind, a 
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good soldier. Obedient -- like all good soidiers. DOeferring to superiors. Henderson counted on 
that, damn him! The former general, entirely removed from the work and sometimes dirty business 
Of SeHeAeDe0., untouched by the responsibIltIity of the command, still expected to give orders To 
his erstwhile subordinate. Command without the heartache... 


And for a year, he got away with It... 


Straker suddenly surged to his feet, unconsclously crushing the letter In one fist. No more! By 
God, no more! He was Commander-in-Chlef, not Henderson. He was no longer Henderson's subordi- 
nate, and It was time the ex-general learned that. 


If he had to pay such a heavy price because of his commitment to S.HeA-D-0.'s battle, then he 
would run that battie. If he had the responsIibItiity for the consequences of decisions made on 
SeHeA-D.0-'s behalf, then, damn it, he would make those decistfonse 


He had been used by Henderson -- but never again. 


There would be only one Commander at S.HeAeDeO0-. -= and whatever that required, he would become. 
Up to now, the scope of the Job had frightened him a little, but no more. If SeHeA-eDeO- needed a 
giant, then he would be a giant. 


Carefully, he again opened the letter, and smoothed out the pages. He couldn't fight her going. 
He had committed himself to S.HeA-De0.'s fight, to the defence of a planet, and It left him 
nothing for her -- or for anyone else. 


There was no going back. if | have to walk alone, so be It. But it will be by my choice, and for 
my organisatlonee. 


it could not be shared, this burden of command, not even by his friends. Such a sharing would 
cripple the organisation. Nor could he be a "pal® == "good old Ed Straker." That man had to pass 
away like the dinosaurs. Too many tough, mean, dirty decisions had to be made in the vicious 
flight ahead. He had to stand alone, unapproachable, In the centre of the great web that was 
SeHeA-De0- 


And he would hold to his commitment. S.HeA.D.0. left him nothing else. 
Command would speak with one voice -- and [it would be a tough one. And It would be his. 
A short while later, his mouth grim, his eyes already growing Icewhard, he left the silent, empty 


house forever. And feft, too, Colonel Ed Straker, as nothing more than a fading Image from his. 
past. 
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TO THE RATIONAL MINDeee 


(By Paul Gadzfikowsk!) 


Stnce 1963, when he first appeared, the Doctor has been a figure of mystery. Over the years, many 
of the questions surrounding him have been answered, but the answers have almost always led to 
more questions. For many of the serfes' fans, the consideration of ail these questions {s The 
most Interesting aspect of the program. 


In the first tssue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, | held forth at some length on many of these ques~ 
tlonse Reader response has been favourable -- but unspecific. No one has yet written In fo say, 
"No, you're wrong, and here's why!" or, "You forgot about something when you said that!" or even, 
"That's brilliant ~~ but how do you explain this?" 


Nevertheless, through discussion with fellow fans, | am usually adding to or correcting those 
discussions and arguments myself. 1 will continue to share them as long as people find them 
entertaining. 


Followtng are some new thoughts and Ideas about DOCTOR WHO and the DOCTOR WHO universe. 


In THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1, | discuss a theory held by many fans -- that the meddling Monk (The 


Time Meddler, The Dalek Master Plan) and the War Chief (The War Games), both Time Lords met and 


opposed by the Doctor before his third regeneration, might be previous incarnations of the Master. 
However, the War Chlef's dialogue fn The War Games makes It evident that this Its the first time he 
has met the Doctor since the Doctor Initlally left Gallifrey. Therefore, he and the Monk cannot 
be the same person, and !f elther is the Master, the other cannot bee The War Chief seems more 
Itkely to be the Master; the Monk, who In The Time Meddler misguidedly tries to Improve Earth's 
history with his meddling, is not evi! per se. 


By the way, the use of the term "regeneration" as a synonym for “incarnation” Is not proper 
Engl!Ish on elther side of the Atlantic. However, the Doctor and other Time Lords do It often 
enough that one must assume the usage Is the closest possible English translation of a Gallifreyan 


‘terme 


Back to THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1. ! present an argument giving the Doctor's age as seven hundred 
sixty Gallifreyan years during the "Key to Time" story sertes -~ Gallifreyan years being a hundred 
or a thousand times longer than Earth years. In Revelation of the Daleks, the Time Lord tells 
Pert he Is nine hundred years old. For him to age from seven hundred sixty Gallifreyan years 
during the "Key to Time” quest to nine hundred years In Revelation of the Daleks, | postulate that 
ninety-nine percent of the time would have to occur before Adric joins the TARDIS crew. 


You see, before Adric arrtves, the Doctor's only travelling companions are Romana and K-9 =~ 
another Time Lord and a machine, nelther of whom would necessarily show the effects of a hundred 
fifty Gallifreyan years any more than he would himself. But from that point until his claim of 
nine hundred years, the Doctor's travelling companions are all Terrans or allens who age -- or so, 
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by default, we assume ~~ at a rate closer to ours than to Gallifreyans'. 
But what If the aliens don't? It's possible Alzartans, IIke Gallifreyans, are long-lived, al- 
though unlikely; their phenomenally rapid healing rate indicates a phenomenally high metabolism, 
which doesn't lend Itself to long IIfee Still, none -- or no significant amount -- of the 
Doctor's aging is likely to occur while he travels with Romana, K-9, and Adric between Full Circle 
and Logopolis, because all those storfes lead right from one Into the next. 


Also, none of the Doctor's aging ts likely to occur while he travels with Adric, Nyssa, and Tegan 
between Logopolis and Timeflight, because the human Tegan ages only about one Terran year during 
that timee Of course, since it's possible Trakenians are long-IIved, some or all of the Doctor's 
aging actually might take place while he travels alone with Nyssa between Timeflight and Arc of 
Infinity.e Again, however, none of It probably occurs between Arc of Infinity and Resurrection of 
the Daleks -- while he travels with Nyssa, Tegan, and Turlough -- because Tegan ages only about a 
Terran year and a half. 


It's possible, too, that Trions are long-lived, but still, none of this aging occurs while the 
Doctor Is alone with Turlough between Resurrection of the Daleks and Planet of Fire; the opening 
dialogue In Planet of Fire makes It quite clear that almost no subjective time has passed In the 
TARDIS since the closing moments of Resurrection of the Dalekse And none of it occurs while the 
Doctor travels alone with Perl between this story and Revelation of the Daleks, since Perl only 
ages about one Terran year In that Interval. 


Therefore, my theory does not allow for even one long Gallifreyan year -~ let alone one hundred 
fifty -- to elapse for the Doctor In the company of Adric, Tegan, Turlough, or Peri; the time 
difference between Pirate Planet and Revelation of the Daleks must occur with Romana and/or Nyssa 
-~ and Romana is by far the more lIIkely- 


In THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1, | matntaln that crossing one's own time-line to meet oneself is 
apparently too tricky an operation to be brought off properly by the TARDIS, as seen In Mawdryn 
Undeade In The Two Doctors, a meeting of Doctors by means of the TARDIS Is accomplished, but | 
belfleve It Is successful only because It is brought about through direct Intervention of the Time 
Lordse Despite the sixth Doctor's contention that anyone who travels as much as he does is bound 
to run Into himself occaslonally, the second Doctor's presence at a point of the Time Continuum 
concurrent with the sIxth Doctor Is actually due to the fact that he Is on an errand for, and has 
been placed there by, the Time Lords on Gallifrey. 


The Doctor's sex and love life Is analyzed In my column In THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1, along I Ines 
set down by fellow serfes watcher Gretchen Van Dorne My own views on sex In the TARDIS derive 
from my hypothesis that Galllfreyans are procreated by state geneticists, and Time Lords are 
ratsed In an atmosphere of repression and detachment. In their zeal to worship the Intellect over 
all, even over the actual use of the Intellect, the Time Lords by some means manage to medically 
stultify those "animal passfons" that actually make us "humane" 


But the Doctor and Susan leave Galllfrey while Susan Its still developing physicallye Deprived of 
her treatments before they have run their course, she suffers all the physical and emotional 
traumas and needs that are a humanold adolescent's lot. This leads to what, for a Galllfreyan, Is 
classifled as erratic behaviour, excessive even by the Doctor's standards -- as the Doctor hImsel f 
cannot help but notice. Once he has diagnosed the problem, he would probably decide -- having 
been raised In a society where no Incest taboo is necessary, and perhaps out of his own jealousy 
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of Susan's attention -- that the logical solution ts for him to provide for her desires himself, 
after, perhaps, a !Ittle therapy for himself to over-ride his own conditioning. 


| see thls circumstance as only strengthening the bond between them, although Susan naturally 
still has a preference, usually subconscious, for someone her own age. I! also see it as giving 
both the Doctor and Susan an open-minded attitude toward sex as an act of friendshIp bonding -- 
rather IIke the attitudes displayed In Robert A. Helnletn's heroes and-herotnes, and for the most 
pert by the Japanese In James Clavell's Shogune The Doctor might then try to Impart this view to 
all his travelling compantons, even the male ones, with degrees of success varying from companton 
to companton depending on their upbringing. | will leave Individual scenarlos as an exercise for 
the reader. 


Despite the theory of Unidirectional Time proposed In THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1, It Isn't true that 
every subjective time the Doctor meets the Daleks, It Is objectively later than the last sub Jec- 
tive time. Both the British and American houses of Marvel Comics have published proposed hIs- 
tortes of the Daleks -- In DOCTOR WHO MAGAZINE #77 and the DOCTOR WHO comic book #9, respectively. 


As far as the Daleks are concerned, |! prefer the view of D.B. Killings, of Chicago's Skaro 
Hunting Soclety, that the Dalek stories on the whole occur In the order of their production for 
television; that Is, In keeptng with the theory of Unidirectional Time. | have found a few 


necessary exceptions arising from dates given In some of the storles but, by and large, the 
Kt tt ings~GadzIkowsk! history of the Daleks looks IIke the following. All dates, where noted, are 
given within -the story -- or so my sources clalm. Underltned dates are ones requiring the story 
Involved to be placed earller than Its order of production. 


DATE STORY EVENTS OF INTEREST 
2164 minus "a GENESIS OF THE Creation of Daleks by Davros ends thousand- 


mititon® minus DALEKS (1975) year nuclear war between Kaleds and Dals; 
thousands supposed death of Davros 


2164 minus 


THE DEAD PLANET 


Thats destroy Dalek city on Skaro, along with 


a miltton (1963) all known Daleks 
2020 POWER OF THE Daleks establIsh secret production bases In 
DALEKS (1968) Earth's space colonies 
2164 THE DALEK IN- Earthmen fol! Dalek Invasfon of Sol III 
VASION OF EARTH planetary system 
(1964) 
21xx DAY OF THE Daleks attempt to change history of Earth via 
DALEKS (1972) time travel to 19xx to precIpitate World War 
lil that wasn't supposed to happen 
? THE CHASE (1965) Daleks chase the TARDIS through time to try 
to exterminate the Doctor 
4000 THE DALEK MASTER Daleks concelve major campatgn with dual ob- 


PLAN (1966) 


jJectives of finally conquering Earth and of 
exterminating the Doctor once and for all 
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The history of the Cybermen Is not quite as knotty, since there Is less of It. 
zines have tackled this problem, In DOCTOR WHO MAGAZINE #835 and the DOCTOR WHO comic book #10. 


own perspective, 
stor les: 


DATE 


1975 


1985 


1986 


2070 


21xx 


EVIL OF THE 
DALEKS (1967) 


PLANET OF THE 
DALEKS (1975) 


DEATH TO THE 
DALEKS (1974) 


DESTINY OF THE 
DALEKS (1979) 


RESURRECTION OF 
THE DALEKS (1984) 


REVELATION OF 
THE DALEKS (1985) 


STORY 


THE INVASION 
(1969) 


ATTACK OF THE 
CYBERMEN (1985) 


THE TENTH PLANET 
(1967) 
THE MOONBASE 


(1967) 


TOMB OF THE CY- 
BERMEN (1968) 


THE WHEEL IN 
SPACE (1968) 


In the wake of thelr Master Plan, Daleks acu 
cidentally Introduce "human factor" Into 
Dalek production | 


Daleks secretly tnstigate war between Earth 
and Draconia, only to be folled when a sul- 
cide mission of Thals trace them to thelr new 
base on the Ice planet Spirtdon 


Daleks begin galactic plague to decimate 
other races 


Stalemated Dalek war with Movellans; Daleks 
return to Skaro and revive Davros to break 
deadlock; Davros captured and turned over to 
Earth authorities 


Daleks rescue Davros to find cure for Movel- 
lan-engineered virus; Davros agaln supposedly 
destroyed 

Davros creates Daleks loyal to him instead of 


to Supreme Dalek; regular Daleks capture him 
and his followers 


EVENTS OF INTEREST 
Cybermen Invade Earth 
Time-travellfng Cybermen attempt fo change 
the outcome of events of THE TENTH PLANET 
Cybermen attempt to dratn Earth's energy Into 
thelr own rogue planet, formerly a sister 


planet of Earth 


Cybermen selze contro! of lunar weather con- 
trol station 


ArchaeologiIsts discover Cybermen frozen In 
suspended an!Imation 


Cybermen take over an Earth space station 


# 32 % 


Both Marvel maga- 


My 


again juggling slightly to accommodate dates mentioned itn their respective 
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2526 EARTHSHOCK (1982) Cybermen attempt to destroy the formation of 
an alifance that would ultimately vanqulIsh 


them 
25xXXX REVENGE OF THE The last of the Cybermen attempt vengeance 
CYBERMEN (1975) agalnst the Planet of Gold that defeated them 


In Hand of Fear, Sarah Jane Smith says goodbye to the Doctor because he has received a summons to 
Gallitfrey and can't take an allen to the home of the Time Lords. However, there have been occa- 
slons ~~ both before and after -- when allens have been transported.to Gallifrey via the TARDIS In 
apparent violation of this Immigration embargo (Jamle and Zo8 In The War Games; Nyssa tn Arc of 
Infinity; Leela fn Invaston of Time; and every second character appearing In The Five Doctors). 


But It must be remembered that In the first two Instances ! have cited, the TARDIS'’s passengers 


are brought to Galllfrey by the High Counc!! themselves ~- although only Incidentally, since they 
are really after only the Doctor. In the latter two Instances, the allens are brought to Galll frey 
by someone with whom even the High Councl!! are In no position to argue. 


| have two updates on the history of Galltfrey as | have previously outlined it tn THE SONIC 
SCREWORIVER #1. First Is obviously The Trial of a Time Lord, the fourteen-segment twenty-third 
season of DOCTOR WHO, which strips the sixth Doctor of his title as Lord President and once again 
puts him on trial -~- this time, before an Inquisitor appofnted by the High Council -- for his 
violations of the Time Lords’ non-interference laws. And this time, he Is on trial for his Itfe. 
His prosecutor, the Valeyard, turns out to be a later Incarnation of himself; he Is a distillation 
of the Doctor's own dark side from between his twelfth and final Incarnattons, and Is out fer his 
rematning regenerative cycle. While the Doctor battles the Valeyard In the Matrix, the Master 
uses the Matrix to provoke Insurrection on Galllfrey and depose the HIgh Council. The Doctor 
defeats both the Valeyard and the Master; his Inquisitor becomes the new Lord President; and fhe 
Master Is captured In the Matrix for the Time Lords to deal with as they please. But the 
Valeyard, unknown to anyone, survives and {ts at large. 


My second hfstorical update concerns The Two Doctors (1985), In which the second Doctor states 
that the Time Lords have manipulated him from h!s very first departure from Galllifrey. Although 
he speaks of himself as “exiled,” he states that his "officially unofficial" status as the Time 
Lords’ agent Is “the price | pay for my freedome" On the face of It, this Is contradictory to 
DOCTOR WHO history as presented In The War Games (1969). At that time, It seems to viewers that 
the Doctor fs the Time Lords’ agent only after the events of The War Games; before that, they 
don't know where he tse If the Doctor Is working for them from the very beginning of his travels, 
why Is the HIgh CounclI! so annoyed with him fn The War Games? 


My own first Idea [fs that the Time Lords contrive the meeting of the two Doctors In order to use 
the resultant time differential vis-a-vis my solution to the Lethbridge-Stewart Paradox (see THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1), and change history so the Doctor has always been thelr agent. Although 
thts solution satisfies the continulty puzzle, [In this case [It strikes me as a clumsy, overly 
complex rationalization; the two problems aren't similar enough to have the same solution -- 
although the Time Lords, as the late Robert Holmes has envisioned them, would certalnly stoop to 
that If they have to. 


DOCTOR WHO watcher Caitlin Bestler suggests a better answer. According to Bestier, the Doctor Is 


not an agent of the HIgh Council at all -- but of the Celestial Intervention Agency! The CIA is 
Independent of and not answerable to the HIgh Councl!, who are consequently so uninformed of Its 
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activities that they don’t know the Doctor Is Its agent. It Is so secret a society that non- 
member Time Lords, even HIgh CounclI! members, who know of Its existence are few, and even they 
know very little or nothing else about It. It has been mentioned tn DOCTOR WHO's dialogue only 
once (in The Deadly Assassin, a Holmes script). Therefore, by Bestler's hypothesis, the trial fn 
The War Games Is a sham, a hoax on the High Counct!; the Doctor keeps secret his assoclation with 
the CIA despite the consequences (hIs change of appearance and exile). This teads one to believe 
he ts not quite so averse to belting their agent as he pretends to be -- or perhaps his aversion In 
later years stems from what happens because he keeps quiet at the trial. And every Time Lord who 
sends the Doctor on a misston must then be a superior of his from the Celestial Intervention 
Agency-e 


1 extrapolate further. The Celestial Intervention Agency Is founded, although In secret and not 
by that name, In the wake of the Minyan Incident, by Time Lords who don't IIke the new non-Inter- 
ference policy. The Doctor ts recrulted after the debate on miniscopes (referred to In Carnival 
of Monsters, 1973). Their agents, to hide the Agency's existence, pretend to be independent 
renegades; the Doctor and Susan are the first. The Master ts their first mistake; once off 
Gallifrey, he betrays the CIA to pursue his own ambitions. The Teacher and Drax are also CIA 
fleld agents; the Monk and the War Chief -- assuming nefther Is an earlier Incarnation of the 
Master -- may each once have been CIA agents, or may each be true renegades. The Rani's story, 
however, leads me to belfeve she Is a true renegade. 


In any event, as time passes, the hierarchy of the Celestial Intervention Agency are able to 
persuade the High Counc!! of thelr point of view, and the non-interference policy Is relaxed.e And 
about the time of The War Games, the Celestial Intervention Agency Is officially founded with the 
endorsement of the High Counct!, although which nomad Time Lords are its agents remains top 
secret. 


Robert Holmes himself contends that the Doctor Is put on trial by hls actual superlors, the High 
Counct!, In The Wer Games; that he knows, and they know, that he has only been following their 
orders; and that this fs merely an Indication of what unbelfevable hypocrites the Time Lords 
really aree The Celestial Intervention Agency Its thelr "Public Relations and Cover-Up Division," 
protecting thelr universal reputation of benevolent Isolationism -- despite such Galli freyan 
actions as the moving of Earth and Its entire constellation across the galaxy In order to cover up 
a breach of the Matrix by the Master (Trial of a Time Lord, 1986). The more Holmes says about 
Time Lords, the more corrupt they turn out to have always been. 


The Holmes explanation Is a simpler one than mine or Bestlier's, and therefore, by Occam's Razor, 
ts the most Itkely to be true. However, one notes that the Bestler hypothesis doesn't contradict 
any known facts from the DOCTOR WHO canon, and that the Holmes hIistory of Gallifrey Is a revistion- 
Ist history, dating from his writing of The Deadly AssasstIn; It could, In turn, be revised In the 
future. 


After all this, the only continuity loophole left from The Two Doctors Is that Jamie, when The War 


Games rolls around, knows nothing of Time Lords. A Iifttle hypnosis explains that away. 


Finally, Bestier suggests that the device supposed to be bullt Into the TARDIS to prevent materi- 
altzatton In dangerous locales has had Its polarity reversed by the Doctor's superlorsee. 


Comments? Questions? Criticisms? 
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"Mourning Is a Long Time Coming" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


De! Tarrant couldn't decIde which hurt more, his head or his heart. "Terminal" fs an apt name for 
this God-forsaken place, he brooded, staring bleakly out tnto the deepening shadows of the sur- 


rounding forest. They had been here a scant twenty-four hours, and already had lost Liberator -~ 


the most advanced ship tn Federation space -- and Zen, the ship's computer. 


Then there was Cally. His breath caught as he thought of the vibrant Auron telepath who had been 
his crew-mate and his friend. Her death was Avon's responsIbI lity, and Avon will paye I!*'il make 


sure of that. He favoured the man besIde him with a baleful giare. 


Kerr Avon, the recipient of Tarrant's Ire, sat near thelr smal! fire with his nose buried Ina 
battered, smoke-stalned box, seemingly oblivious. But oblivious was the one thing he was note He 
knew all too well of Tarrant's emotions at the moment =~ and of Dayna's, and Villa's. 


Without moving, he shifted his gaze to the beautiful black woman In front of hime Dayna Mel lanby 
was full of the Impetuosity of her youth. She was angry now -- angry at the loss of her friend, 
at the loss of the ship that had become her home =~ but she had good Instinctse When her anger 
had run {ts course, she would, If not approve, at least try to understand. Avon couldn't say the 
same for Tarrant, who, for all his plloting experfence, was an Impattent, uncontrolled child. 


That left only the thief -- Vila of the quick mind and quicker fingers, Vila with his bumblI Ing, 
bubbling surface and hidden depths. Vila had known Blake, had known Blake and Avon together. He 
alone would be able to see why Avon had to attempt the rescue that brought them to thelr present 
straits, with no Liberator, no Zen -- and no Cally. 


The names of the lost ran over and over through his mind IIke a ltitanye Blake, Gan, Jenna, 
AnnadcecCallyeee He suppressed an urge to shiver, and looked up at the darkening sky Instead. 


"It's getting late," he announced suddenly, his acerbic voice cutting Into the private thoughts of 


his companions. “We must be up early tomorrow If we Intend to reach high ground. I suggest you 
sleep whtle you cane" Delitberately, he set aside the damaged computer he held and stood, one hand 
automatically checking his weapon. "I will take the first watch," he continued flatly. 


"| don't suppose we have any say tn the matter," Dayna commented In a soft, dangerous tone, her 
eyes locking with his for just an Instant before he turned away. 


No.” 
Vila, who had wandered a slight distance away In hls search for fire-wood, caught the last ex- 
change. Uneas!tly, he edged closer. They were all angry, edgy, upset..ebut there was something In 


Avon's volc@ee. He couldn't quite put his finger on It, but there was something... 


Tarrant had no such probleme Avon's voice raked over his raw nerves and aching head Ifke tongues 
of flame. All the pent-up resentment of the last few months, the last few days, lent power fo his 
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voice as he lashed out at the other man's back. “We always have to do It your way, don't 

we, Avon? Your way, or else. Well, where has your way gotten us this time? You've managed 
not onty to lose Liberator and Zen, but also to kI/I Cally as well. You, Avon. 1 hope you're 
satisfied." — 


Tarrant was balting him, Avon knew. Batting him would relleve his own anger, his own palin. 
Anger, patn -- these were things Kerr Avon could understand and Ignore. His back stiff, 

he continued to walk, but Tarrant was not one to give up so easlly. Struggling to his feet, 
he started toward the older man. Avon, hearing him, stopped, but did not turn. 


"Look at me when | talk to you.e Look at me, damn you!" GrabbIng the other man's arm, Tarrant 
pulled him around to face the fire. Both Dayna and Vila took an involuntary step forward, 
sure they would have to rescue the pllot from the folly of his own action. No one did that 
to Avon ~~ ever. 


Much to thelr surprise and rellef, however, Avon allowed the familtarity -- glowering at 

the younger man, to be sure, but not ralsing a hand against him. He satisfied himself with, 
"Sit down before you fall down!" The words were delivered In such an Icy tone that Tarrant's 
hand jerked back almost of Its own volItion. 


Vila studied the two men from his relatively safe spot outside the ring of fire-light. Avon 
was not well. Had Tarrant tried this same stunt even a day earller, they would stil! be 
searching for the pieces. In fact, the last time Tarrant tried to thwart Avon, he was rewarded 
with a gun shoved agalnst his belly. Avon was not a man to antagonize even on good days 

-- and today was not a good day. 


No, such passivity was definitely not normal. Vila felt as If he were missing something 
Important, perhaps something that had happened whIle he was still aboard Liberator. Cally 
told him a I!ttle of what Servalan did to Avon, but only a IItt!le, enough to make him wonder 
what she hadn't sald. Cally was always thelr peace-maker, their mediator, the balance between 
the two antagonists who stood sIlentiy glaring at one another across the crackling camp-fire. 
With her gone, someone else would have to mediate -- before they kIiled each other. 


And he was better qualified than Dayna, worse luck. 

With a sigh, he approached the bristling tableaue He screwed on a worrled frown, and hesitantly 
slid between the two mene "“Avone Avon!" he whined In his best pleadingly chi ld-Itke voice. 

"| heard somethtIng.e Over there. It sounded blge-eand hungry." He polnted toward the shadowed 
woodse "Maybe someone shoulde..?" 

A brief flash of something IIke gratitude crossed Avon's face before his features settled 

Into thelr customary mask. "|! doubt even a starving beast would find you palatable, Vila. 

Stay here. J will Investigate." : 

"Bute." 

"Stay here!" Wheeling, Avon stalked off, his black clothes quickly fading Into the shadows. 


Well, so far, so good. I've managed to avert one major explosionee. 


Of course, that stil! left him to face the wrath of a smouldering Tarrant, who grabbed him 
by the shirt. "What the hel! are you about, Vila? Don't you ever get In my way like that 
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Vila had had Just about enough of the pIlot's bullying -- enough to make him bolder than usual, 
although no braver. At least Avon respected hts talents. Sometimes, Tarrant was even worse than 
the Federation. "Shut up, Tarrant, and sit downe Make him stt down, Dayna, and leave me alone," 
he whimpered In a selt-pitytng tone. “Avon would've taken him apart. You know he woulde Tarrant 
ought to thank me for saving his IIfe." 


The black woman, who had stood silently In the shadows throughout the Incident, walked over to 
take Tarrant's arm. "Much as | hate to admit It, he's right. You should sit downe You're 
wobbling, and you look awful." 


"Littie you care," growled the pllot, shaking off her hand. "Little anyone cares ~- particularly 
hime" They all knew whom he meant. "Cally's dead, and all he can do fs fuss over his damned 
blinkIng boxe" He almed a kick at the siient computer. 


Before Dayna could open her mouth, Vila came closer, staring up Into Tarrant's eyes. "After all 
this time, you stIlil don’t know him, do you?" he sald, the Intensity of his gaze belying the soft 
regretfulness In his volcee "He cares, Tarrant, but he needs time. You didn't see Cally, w-what 
was left of Callye He dide" The thief shuddered. “He was down In the tunnels a long time, 
searchinge He hasn't sald more than a few dozen words since then" 


‘tHe made himself platn enough. He's probably mourning that bloody computer." 

"| don't think soe" What Vila did not -- would not -- say was that he had followed Avon Into 
those tunnels, seen his rtgid control crack, seen him shake In paroxyms of solitary grief until he 
made himself sicke Only Vila noticed that Avon didn't eat dinner, although he assisted In prepar- 
Ing the meagre meal. "He cares, Tarrant. He cares more than you and | combined. But caring 
won't get us off thls cursed planet. ORAC might." 

Emboldened by the other man's sIlence, the thief gave him a gentle shove. "Avon may be an Alpha, 
but he's got Delta Instincts," he said, allowing admiration to creep Into his. tone. "We take care 


of our living before we mourn our dead. You, on the other handeee” He let the words trafil off 
Into silence, their unvoiced meaning cleare “Now, sit." | 


"Well, well, well," Tarrant murmured as he stared at the smaller mane "So our little thief has 
finally found his tongue." 


"Tarrant..." Dayna began. 
"Keep quiet!" 
"Vila's only trying to..." 


"| sald, shut up! Or do | have to shut you up?" Turning, he shoved her aside and staggered off 
toward the forest. "Leave me alone!" drifted behind him over the chill alr. 


Vila and Dayna looked at each other In alarmed helplessness. "He's not recovered from the explos~ 
ton yet," the thief ventured tentatively. "Don't you think someone should fetch him back?" 


The woman's dark eyes were thoughtful. "No," she answered at last, "but | do think someone should 
follow him, and make sure he doesn't get Into any trouble. !'I! goe You walt here for Avon." 
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"Alone?" he squeaked. 


For once, she seemed almost sympathetic. "Don't worry, Vila.e Just stay close to the fire. When 
Avon returns, tell him where I've gone." With that, she, too, disappeared. 


“But how will lees? Never minds ‘Don't worry,’ she sayse Easy for her," he mumbled, Jumping as 
a twig snapped. He shivered despite the warmth of the fire. 


What a mess | made of that. Cally would be ashamed... Confronting Tarrant Is IIttle short of 
sulcidal, almost as bad as confronting Avon. But he made me mad, thoughe Anyone with half a 
brain could see Avon's upset; It's Just that he doesn't show pain the way most people do. You'd 
think Tarrant would have learned that by now. That bump on his head must've scrambled his brains 
more than usualeee He shivered again as he scanned the encroaching darkness, and moved closer to 
the fire. 














It was full dark before Avon, stlent as a stalking cat, returned to stand just Inside the circle 
of IIght, waiting to be recognized. "Where are Dayna and Tarrant?" he asked, his volce dangerous~ 
ly quiet. 


Vila started; he hadn't seen him return. "Whaeee? Oh, Avon, you're back! Tarrant got mad, 
andeee™ As he explained, his words tumbling over each other In hfs haste, the other man's eyes 
narrowed with annoyance. "..eeand | didn't know what to do except walt, SoOcee.." 


"That fool! Oh, very well. Walt here, Vila, while ! go find the children." 
"But, Avoneee" 


"Walt here, Vilae™ He relented a bit, sensing the thlef's fright. "You'll be fine. I! need you 
to tend the fire. Tarrant doubtless wil! require both warmth and attention when we find him.” 
With that explanation, he departed, leaving Vila alone once again. 


Avon combed nolselessly through the woods for more than an hour, his mood growing blacker with 
each step.- The young fool could be anywhere. He could even be dead... 

Death tsn't a difficult state to achieve on Terminal. Itt claimed Cally easily enough, where even 
an alfen Invaston falled. Cally Is dead, andee-e | 


No! He wouldn't allow himself to pursue the thought. Mourning was a tuxury he could [11 afford 
to Indulge tn, given thelr present circumstances. 


He suddenly stumbled over something In the trall. Tarrant! Quickly, he knelt to feel for a 
pulses At least the younger man was stil! alive and, aside from his obvious state of unconscjous- 
ness, seemingly unhurt. 


The problem was getting him back to camp. He wasn't small, and the camp-sIte was a good distance 
away -- too far to carry him. He could enlist Vila's help, he supposed, but leaving Tarrant only 
Increased the rtsk to him from attack or exposure. Besides, Avon wasn't all that sure he could 
find this place agaln. Injured or not, Tarrant would have to walk. 


After checking to ascertain the pIlot had sustained no additional Injurtes, he pulled him up to a 
sitting position and IIghtly slapped his cheek. 


* 50 * 


1? 


With a groan, Tarrant awoke to find Avon crouched before him, his eyes glinting like a cat's. 


"The others are worrted about youe" The older man's voice held no hint of warmth. "We must 
return to campe Can you walk?" 


Tarrant nodded, then wished he hadn't; the sharp movement had brought hts headache back In full 
measures He stood carefully, using one of the trees for support until Avon drew the younger man's 
arm across his shoulders. 


They walked In stlence, Tarrant's as much out of embarrassment at having to be rescued as out of 
anger. It was hard to tell what Avon was feeling.e Occastonally, the pIlot pulled away from his 
companton's grasp; Avon didn't try to prevent it. After a few stumbling steps, however, Tarrant 
found himself grateful for assIstance, leaning heavily against the other man as his vision 
blurred. Several times, Avon signalled a halt, listening carefully to the night nolses for some 
sign of trouble, only to resume their mute Journey once he satisfied himself they were In no 
danger. 


Dayna had already returned to camp. Snatches of conversation floated toward the two men as they 
approached. “oeelost himooecould be anywhereseee"” she was saying In a thoroughly disgusted and 
very worrled voice. "I didn't thinkeoegood enoughee. | came back to get my bearings, then..." 


"Dayna, look!" Vila interrupted, pointing. “Avon found him!” 


The two rushed over to relfleve the computer tech of his faltering burden, and half-carried Tarrant 
to the fire. Avon followed slowly. 


When he reached them, the pllot was already settled against a half-rotted log, Dayna on her knees 
at his side. Vila was occupled with melting snow In a dented pan they'd found in the wreckage. 
Avon went to him, standing quietly over him until he looked up. 


"What happened?" the thief asked. 


Thelr eyes held for a long moment before Avon chose to reply. "I found him on the path, uncon- 
scious," he answered at last, “and brought him backe You are tn charge untIl |! return." 


“Whaeee? Me?" Vila squealed as he watched his almost-frtend steal off Into the black Terminal 
night. "Return from where? Where are you going? Avon? Avon!" 


"Be qulet!i® Dayna hissed. "Youtt! wake hime" She nodded toward Tarrant, who had fallen Into a 
light, restless slumber. 


“I'd Iike to do a fot more than that," the thtef muttered resentfully. He had caught the flash of 
pain, not quite successfully hidden, on Avon's face when he thought Vila doubted him. How must he 
feel about the cruel taunts Tarrant had flung at him? Still, he had gone to the man's rescue, 
although whether out of responsibility or guilt or friendship, Vila couldn't be sure. 

"You're not belng fair," the woman scolded him. "He's hurt." 


"So Is Avon." 


Dayna stared at him, trying to fathom his meaning. She often discounted Vila, but there were 
times when he revealed unexpected Insights. They always caught her by surprise. "We should never 
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have come here," she sald at last. "Now, Liberator Is goneéee. And Cally.” 


The thlef crouched bestde her, looking down at the sleeping pilot. Then he placed a hand on 
Dayna's shoulder, forcing her to face him. "Dayna, he couldn't not come. Cally or | would have 
made the same dec!sion, come to the same concluslone It could have been Blake." 7 


*He should have told us-® 
"He was only trying to protect us." 
She frowned. “We don't need protection. We're not children." 


Slowly, thoughtfully, Vila shook his head. "You're wrong, Daynae You and Tarrant, you don't 
knowe | had a lot of time to think while |! was waiting for you, time to remember. Avon's been 
protecting us al! along, and Blake before him. We've just been too close to see It. I think 
Cally did.» But then, she could always see through him." HIs brow furrowed in concentration, he 
struggled to find the right words. "Once, when | was really mad at Avon, she told me to think 
back to all the people we'd run Into sInce we'd met, to think about how he'd treated them, and 
why." He reached for her hand, as If tryfng to will understanding Into her puzzled dark eyes. 
"Think about It, Dayna. | Just now realized what she meant. Avon will never say he cares, not In 
so many words. He can't -~ or won't. But | have never seen him protect anyone voluntarily unless 
he galned In some way -~ anyone except us. He paused a second before adding, “He didn't have to 
rescue Tarrant, you know." 


"He needs a pilot." 
"Not as much as we need a computer tech." 
"Bute oo” 


"| knowe" He stopped her protest with a deep sigh. "He made a mistake, a bad one, and Cally paid 
for It. Haven't you ever been wrong, made a mistake, you or Tarrant? Cally knew the risks. We 
lost a friend, and a ship. But what did Avon lose, Dayna?" 


Thelr eyes flocked. Vila could tell she was too wrapped up In her own pain to recognize Avon's 
right now. Maybe later. Tearing his eyes away, he glanced at the fire. "My water's boiling." 


Tarrant woke to the sound of thelr volcese He lay stil!, his eyes closed, as he listened to his 
friends' conversation. They seemed momentarily to have forgotten him. It was strange to hear 
Vila defending Avon; usually, It was Dayna who took the computer tech's part, while the thief 
complained Incessantly about Avon's carping. In his present befuddled condition, It was almost 
too much to take In- Perhaps he had been too hard on Avon, as Vila seemed to think. Perhaps Avon 
did care. But the fact remained -- Cally was gone. She might still be allve If Avon had been 
more trusting. I'll have to think about that. Tomorrow... He drifted back to sleep with Vila's 
final question still ringing In his head. "What did Avon lose?" 


From hts position outside the camp's perimeter, Avon listened, too, straining to hear the soft 
voicese He knew he should tell Vila he was still nearby, but suddenly, It seemed I tke too much 


trouble. BesIdes, it was Interesting to hear the thief's view of thelr disastrous encounter. 


Did he care? He wasn't sure, although there were times when his protective urges got the better 
of his tnstinct for self-preservation. At least Vila didn't seem to blame him for Liberator, or 
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for Cal lyooe 


Callyesee HIs heart ached when he thought of the beautiful Auron. | should have told her not to 
follow mee | should have realized... S8ut telling -- even ordering ~~ was never enough in the 
past. Would It have been sufficient this time? “Perhaps It was my fault.o." he whispered aloud. 





Blake was the keye Avon wasn't certain why he kept searching for the rebel leader. Was [Tf 
friendship he wanted, or freedom, or something else altogether? That question might never be 
answered nowe If Servalan Is correct, then Blake's dead, has been dead for a long time. Yet 
another name to add to the list, yet another reason to regretec. 








The hours passed slowly. The camp was quiet. Even Vila finally settled Into a ball near the 
fire, snorting gently. Apparently, they sttl!l trust me to keep watch, even If not to lead. 
Tarrant's never shown me that measure of confidence before, always challenging, always arguing. 


gr re an a se SS 


It's understandable. He covets the position for himself. He might just have won this time... 








Avon listened. Nothing stirred. As long as ! remain alert, it's probably safe enough to stay by 
the embers for a bit and get warm. The fire can stand tending, anywayeoe 








Softly, he made his way back, gathering sticks as he went. He squatted against a log, feeding 
twigs one by one into the flame, feeling his eyes grow heavy from the heatoe. 


He jerked himself awake to find Vila staring at him. 
"Go to sleep," the thief whisperedo *1°}1 take the watch.” 
"VI laeoe” he began, Irritated at beflng caught. 


"Go one You're asleep on your feet. Servalan wasn't exactly gentle with you. Cally told me." 
He st lenced Avon's protest with the name. "You need to reste" 


"Cally sald too much," the computer tech murmured, realizing the truth of Vila's words, but too 
stubborn to concede the victory. 


"Did she? I'm not sure she sald enoughe Go to sleep, Avon." He got to his feet, taking the gun, 
and encouraging the other man to Ife down, or at least sit down. He watched until Avon's breath~ 
Ing stowed, his chin dropping to his chest. He was asleepe 


Vila glanced about to make sure the others were safe. They had curled up together, Dayna's head 
resting on Tarrant's arm. Well, she'!! be alert fn the morning. That's somethings». He doubted 
the rest of them would be ready to take on the Federation. With an ironic little smile, he turned 
and headed tnto the forest. 


Dayna was up at first Iight, nodding to the thief when he crept back Into campe Together, they 
Improvised a sparse breakfast before attempting to wake their sleeping crew-mates.e Tarrant 
stirred and opened his eyes as the scent of bolled herb tea wafted his way. He moved cautiously, 
but without pain, as he sat up and stretchede Avon, however, only shifted a bit In his sleep, 
moaning softly. 


Vila was Just about to try a cautious shake when the computer tech came suddenly, violently awake, 
sitting bolt upright to scream, "No! | cannote..!" before realizing where he was. 
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"Easy, Avon, take It easy." The thief knew better than to Touch him, and so offered what reassur- 
ances he could from a safe distance. 


Avon was breathing hard, but he gathered himself quickly, fighting for control. Tarrant, In 
particular, shouldn't see him Iike thls. Feeling more than a [little disoriented, he struggled to 
his feet. | 


"Here, drink this." Vila Thrust something Into hIs hands. “Careful, it's hot." He made sure the 
other man wouldn't drop the cup before releasing It into his grasp and stepping back. 


He drank obediently, his eyes raking the bedraggled band. Tarrant sat on a log, looking pale, and 
trytng as desperately as Avon not to show any sign of weakness before his rival. Dayna, tending 
the fire, looked worrted. Her eyes flew from Tarrant to Avon and back, as she tried to decide how 
much truth there could be to Tarrant's accusations. Villa's gaze remained on the computer expert, 
however, unti! he was sure Avon was fully awake and aware. Then he turned his attention to 
break fast. 


"Good morning, Avon," Dayna finally chirped, reaching for some semblance of normal ity. She was 
still confused, but they needed unity to find a way off Terminal, and she would do her best to see 
they had It. "The food is hot." a 


"! am not hungry." Avon turned away, leaving Dayna and Vila to exchange frowns. Still, it was no 
more than they expected. They watched while he checked on ORAC, then surveyed the surrounding 
forest. “We must leave this place," he announced. 


"And where do you propose we go without a ship?" Tarrant snarled. 
"t don't think...” 


"No, Dayna," Avon snapped, turning to face them again. “He deserves an answer. | do not know, 
Tarrant, where we shall go or what we shall do without a ship, but we cannot do it sitting here. 
The high ground to the south will provide more protection while we decide what to do. It Is also 
warmer. Fifteen minutes." Whirling, he stalked away. 


The black woman watched unttl he was out of sight. There was something-ee. “Tarrant, you are an 
arrogant fool to antagonize him," she stated as the computer tech dIisappeared, “and if Avon 
doesn’t kIT} you, | just maye Leave him alone." 


Startled Into sIlence by her unexpected vehemence, the young pilot sulked through the remalnder of 
his meal. Vila cheered [Inwardly. He gulped down the last of the tasteless food, then set about 
breaking camp. Avon returned to a clearing swept clean of all but three people and a battered 
DOX.e 


Bending to pick up ORAC, the computer tech came eye to eye with the one man he least wanted to 
talk to -~ Tarrant. But the younger man had been considerably chastened to realize he was alone 
In his persecution of Avon. Summoning all his courage, he managed to meet the older man's steady 
gazee “I'm sorry," he offered. 


For a moment, Vila tensed, sure they were in for another battle. But Avon turned away, his eyes 
for once unshlelded and full of pain. "So am 1," he whispered. “So am J." 


SSS >> 


é 
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"Test Match* 


(By KathIe Hughes) 


"It's all very simple, really," the Doctor sald, exasperated. 


"But |! sttil don't understand." Nyssa shook her head. “Why Is [tt necessary to keep changing 
stdes of the court? And why Is the batsman considered the defensive player, when he's the one who 
adds points to the score? It's all too confusing." 


Tegan laughed at the Time Lord's distress. "Go ahead, Doctor, explain It to her." 


He paced off a few steps. "Very well, I'll demonstrate. This hat-stand Is your wicket." He 
placed It carefully against the outer door. "This chalr Is mine-" Skirting the humming central 
console of the TARDIS, he snagged the chair and carried It through the doorway Into the corridor 
beyond. Falntly, the two women could hear his voice. "As a bowler, It's my Job to try to knock 
the ball off your wicket, while you defend It with your bat." His voice grew stronger as he 
re~entered the room. "There." He stared at the door thoughtfully for a moment, realizing what an 
obstacle It would prove to be for his demonstration. "This won't do, I'm afraid." 


Nyssa remalned seated on a stool by the console, poltsed and puzzled, but not ready to give even an 
Inche Tegan, on the other hand, leaned agalnst one wall, grinninge Let's see how the Doc handles 
this, she thought. 

"Well," the Time Lord said, “you get the point. I..." 


"No, | don't get the point," Nyssa InsIsted. "And | don't understand your passion for this game. 
Why do. you find It so fascinating?" 


He was appalled. Not find cricket fascinating? This young woman's education Is sorely lacking In 
SOME AFCASeeco See SA eee eS eee Oe 


"All right, all right, tf &t can't explain properly, I'l! show youe What could be better than an 
afternoon at the M.C.C., eh?" 


"The M-C.C.?" Nyssa was even more puzzled. 


"The Marylebone Cricket Clube Or better yet, the Ashes!" The Time Lord lteaned forward, wide- 
eyed. “We'll remain strictly neutral, of course. No taking sides." 


t! should hope not!" Tegan retorted. “Unless you plan to back the Australian team." 
He Ignored her remark. "Let's see, what would be a good year? 1974, | think, ff It's Australia 
you want." He gave Tegan a quick smile and set the coordinates, beaming at his companions when he 


had finished. 


Nyssa was totally mystified. "Tegan, what Is he talking about?" 
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"international cricket test matches. They're played every year between teams from member coun- 
tries. it's the cricket event of the year. The whole thing started a long time ago at the 
Marylebone Cricket Club, when Australla first beat England. The English burned the wicket In 
mourning and kept the ashes, which they passed back and forth for a while. The whole thing's 
pretty silly, really." | 


"Stily?" The Doctor had been half-IItstentng to the exchange. "I was there, and the whole affair 
was far from silly." 


The two women smiled at each other. There was no sense trytng to reason with him In this mood. 
It was off to Australia and the cricket matches for them. . 


"Doctor," Nyssa asked, "If we're gotng to Australla, Isn't there danger of Tegan meeting herself?" 
"Not ITkely," Tegan laughed. "! was fourteen years old, and stuck off In Brisbane.” 

"Not going around tn soclal circles, were you?" the Time Lord mused. 

"The only circles | went In came from chasing sheep!" 

"Well, | haven't much time to brush up on my forme" He picked a discarded cricket bat up from the 
floor. "But you never know when New South Wales can use another good mane" Taking a practice 


swing and muttering to himself, he left the control room, to the great amusement of his two 
compantons. 
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Nyssa glanced down at her blue skirt and jacket, wondering what one wore to a cricket match. 
Would they all be expected to dress IIke the Doctor? Tegan didn't seem to be concerned, so why 
should she? 


She shrugged, and scanned the panel before her. As far as she could tell, the TARDIS was just 
minutes away from thelr destination. She wished the Doctor were there to supervise the landing. 


As tf he could read her mind, he appeared In the console room, freshly shaved and brushed, coat 
pressed and halr combed. 


Nyssa, who had never before seen him look so well turned out, smiled. "i think we're about to 
land, Doctor." 


"Good. Perhaps you should find Tegan." 
Just as she turned to leave, a smal! explosion shook the room, sending them both reeling from the 
console. A puff of black smoke drifted lazily In a column from the far side. Scrambling up from 


the floor, the Doctor rushed to deal with the problem, as Tegan flew In through the door. 


"What's happened?" she shouted -- needlessly, since the only nolse was the Time Lord's muttering 
undertone. 


"Directional stabIli!zer, !'m afraid. Gonee Blown!" He pulled at a few wires, gingerly disman- 
titng a section of the panel. Sparks flew, and Nyssa hurried to be of what help she could. 
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"Is It bad?" 
"Bad enoughe The unit's welded itself together." 
"Are we going to crash?" Tegan had a way of getting right to the basics. 


"No, | don't think so. We can't move laterally, though, and something could crash Into us If we 
dematerial!ze." 


"What happens now?" The Australlan was more than ready to panic. 


"We go downeeeor upe No, down, | think, and hope there's something solid to fand one" He looked 
up at Tegan's startled face. "Oh, don't worry, there's the TARDIS fall-safe mechanism to protect 
us, remember?" Then, "If It works," he added under his breath. "Nyssa, hold these two wires 
together. We'll! have to bypass that part of the circuit. Tegan, keep your hand on this switch. 
When | say, push It to its middle positton." 


Tegan froze, staring at the console. Why does this always happen to me...? 
"Quickly!" the Doctor barked, and she jumped, putting her hand where he [ndicated. Stretched 


across the consoie, keeping a practiced eye on the coordinates, the Time Lord reached for the 
power control and Increased !t.- "“Tegane.onow!" 


The TARDIS shuddered and hummed to IIfe as she threw the switch Into Its setting. Sparks flashed 
around Nyssa, who stolcally held her position, her eyes fixed on the Doctor's face. Obviously 
holding his breath, he slapped his hand down on the fast control, and the TARDIS landed with a 
thud. <A delighted grin lit the Time Lord's face as he turned to Tegan. 


"There, now, see? She always gets us down safe and sound, don't you, old girl?" Affectionately, 
he gave the console a pat. 


"We don't know that yet," the erstwhile stewardess countered. “Let's see where we are." 

The smile vantshed from his face at her tIngratitude, and he turned to Nyssa, who watched him 
wartly. She still clutched the wires he had given her to hold. Gently, he took them from her and 
tripped the control for the vlew screen. 

The view outside the TARDIS did (tittle to allay Tegan's fears. Before them lay miles of rolling 
water, tinted a dismal grey by a sky full of threatening storm clouds. No sign of land could be 
seen, just the pitching horizon. 

The Australfan paled. “Where are we?" 

The Doctor squinted at the screen. "I! don't know. The middie of the ocean, | would guess." 

"But we must have landed on something," Nyssa volunteered. “We're not sinking-® 

"Yes, It seems the TARDIS has found us a ship-" He grinned, his flagging spirits already rebound= 


Inge “Shall we see what we've found?" Tegan and Nyssa exchanged glances and kept their posts as 
he opened the door. 
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Outstde, the view was much the same, accompanied this time by a gust of chilling winde A wave 
struck the side of the TARDIS, splash!ng through the door and soaking the Doctor's shoes. 


Catching Tegan's look, he moved toward the door. "Stay here," he ordered. 


A foot-wide ledge was all that separated him from the waves below. Clutching the side of the 
TARDIS, the Time Lord edged h!ls way around to a safer position on what was obviously the deck of a 
small ship. Wind whipped at his halr and caught the talls of his coat as he scanned the deserted 
decke If only someone would appear, they could help me move the TARDIS away from the edge... 


Instde, Tegan paced. "{ don't Ifke this much," she satd. "Suppose we fal! overboard with him out 
there?" 


"He told us to stay here," Nyssa answered. "But | do see your point. The storm [Is getting worse, 
and | can't see the Doctor anywhere." 


"Do you want to try It, then?" 


She nodded, and opened the door. Again, the two were struck by the violence of the weather. They 
had to shout to be heard over the wind. 


"| don't Iftke this much, efther," Tegan announced as she Inched her way around the TARDIS, fol- 


lowed by Nyssae The rain had started, and water streamed from thelr faces. 
"Where do you suppose he's gotten to?" the Australian called over the wind. 


Her companion shook her head, peering across the deck. A sudden flash of IIghtning sent them 
scrambling for the cover of an overhang, just as the Doctor appeared around the corner. 


*{ thought | told yous..." he shouted. "Oh, never mind. There doesn't seem to be anyone on this 
side of the ship. We'!! have to go below." Nyssa nodded, her usually bouyant curls sticking to 
her face. “Come on!" 


He opened a door and pushed them both through, closing It after them and shutting out the nolse of 
the storm. 


"Any Idea where we are?" Tegan asked. "Or what kind of ship thls ts?" 


"No, and yes, In that order. It's a frelghter, [| think. What regIstry, I've no Idea, although 
the name on a |i feboat sald Mary Ellen." 


"At least there are lifeboats," she replied. 


"Well, explaining our presence here could be a IIttle tricky, so start thinkinge We must get the 
TARDIS to a safer position, so | suggest we find someone to help use And soon." 


The deck swayed sickeningly, tosstng them all against the bulkhead. Tegan was already beginning 
to feel a bit green. Taking a deep breath, she righted herself and trudged off down the corridor, 


the others fol low!ng. 


Poorly lit, the ship gave the Impression of age -- not decay, but definitely hard use. The decks 
were covered with chipped paint tn a colour that might once have been green.- The bulkheads were 
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smudged and grimy. 


It's not encouraging, Tegan thought, her mind filled with visfons of leaky tubs and disreputable 
satlorse Lost In her thoughts, she rounded a corner and collfded with a large figure In a black 
slicker. 


“Hallo, what's this?" Surprised at the sight of the three dripping strangers, the man stopped. 


Tegan backed up and looked Instinctively to the Doctor for help.- He moved her aside and stretched 
his hand out toward the salflor. 


"How do you do? I'm the Doctor, and these are my companions, Nyssa and Tegan." 


The blg man shook hIs hand, a slow grin spreading across his facee A damp cigarette dangled from 
hts mouth. "Oh, aye, of course you are. But that doesn't explain what you're doing here aboard 
this ship." 


The Time Lord hes!tated, hoping for once that Tegan could quickly formulate one of her stories, 
but she was silent. Oddly, !t was Nyssa who stepped forward. 


*Our ship has broken down, and we need some help.e If you could just..." 


"Ship, ts It?" He laughed. "I've been on watch for the last four hours, and there's been no ship 
In these waters but the Mary Elfen." He feaned casually Into the roll of the ship with the stance 
of a practiced seaman, while the others slid backwards against the wall. 


"But there Is," Nyssa InsIsted. "Please come with us, and we'll show you." 


The man's eyes softened as he took a look at the strangers. "Come on, then. Let's see this ship 
of yours." 


The Time Lord led the way back up to the deck. If anything, the storm was worse, and waves leapt 
over the sIde of the ship.- Fifty feet away, the TARDIS rocked dangerously close to the edge. 


The sallor paused, rubbing his chine "That thing? Don't remember seeing that before..." 
"Yes," the Doctor shouted, "that thinge If you could Just help us push..." 


Suddenly, the deck pItched violently as a wave slammed Into the side of the freighter. In horror, 
the Time Lord and his compantions watched as the TARDIS teetered on her precarfous perch, then 
toppled into the sea. The Doctor, shock registering on his face, scrambled toward the edge, 
sliftding on the slIppery deck. Only the quick reflexes of the big seaman kept him from following 
hts strange craft. 


‘Here, mate," the man called, grabbing a handful of coat tall, "It's gonee Let It go, now. Come 
on tn out of the storm" Physically, he pulled him back Into the protected corrtdor where his 
companlons walted. 


"She's gone," the Doctor murmured. "My TARDIS, goneeee Quickly! You must have the captain turn 
around!" He turned back toward the deck, leaning against the door. “We must go back." Tegan 
lald a hand on his arm, trytng to find some comfort for the anguish she saw on his face. He faced 
the sallor. “Please, | must talk to the captain." 
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The man nodded. "I'm sure he'll want to talk to you, too -- all of youe This way." 


With that, he turned, and led them down the corrtdor. 
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Nyssa and Tegan sat shivering In the captain's cabin, thelr wet clothes clinging to them. One of 
the crewmen had glven them each a blanket, but the covering did little to ease a chil! that was 
more than physical. The Doctor stood miserably tn the centre of the room, his heavy coat and wet 
jersey hanging Iimply from hIs slumped shoulders, while the captain's voice droned on. 


"What am |! gotng to do with you, eh? 1! cannot, and will not, tolerate stowaways, no matter what 
the circumstances. | don't know how you got on this ship. in Calcutta, |! suppose. Or how you've 
kept from betng seen ali this time. | can't just have people hopping on and off [Ike this was 
some sort of passenger |Iner.* 


"Piease," the Doctor Interrupted, "Captain Stewart, If you could Just help me get my ship backeooe® 


"Ah, yes, your shipe Well, I've heard enough about ships turning Into little blue boxes. 
Fletcher says It was there right enough, but hardly big enough for any kind of ship | know.” 


"Yes, well, that's just the polnt. You wouldn't..." 


"Ship or whatever," Tegan broke In, recelving a black look from the Doctor, "that blue box has 
everything we own [In It. We've got to get [ft back.” 


"impossible." Captain Stewart shook his head. “These waters go to a depth of four kilometres. 
Not quite Ifke pulling the cork out of the tub, now, Is It? No, the question Is not that blasted 
box, but what to do with you." 


The captain ltooked around the room. He'd had stowaways before, of course -- IIttle boys with the 
urge to go to sea, unhappy husbands, and the Itke -- but never anything like this lot. Their 
story was ridiculous. Spaceships that can fly through time! Impossible! Then he looked again at 
the two young ladies, dripping and miserable. They might be my own two girisee. 


A sneeze from the Doctor brought him back to the problem at hand -- three strangers, no money, and 
puddies on his ruge "Well," he conceded, "I am short-handed. If you'll take on some extra duty, 
l1'tl be agreeable to calling It even for you and the young ladies. We'll be putting [nto port In 
Darwin In a few dayse !'ve no doubt you can find some work there. Now, I'l! ask Jack to find you 
some dry clothes." 


He rose to usher them from the cabin, but the Doctor made no move to leave. Nyssa and Tegan, 
huddled In their blankets, exchanged glances, praying stlently that he would cause no further 
trouble. But the Time Lord, as always In charge, was suddenly preoccupied with a chart on the 
wall. 


"Where would you say we are, Captain?" 


Stewart crossed to the chart, considered for a moment, then jabbed hfs finger at a spot In the 
vicinity of Christmas Island. "'Bout there, {I'd say." 
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The Doctor shifted his position, hands In his damp pockets, staring at the chart. "Yes, and also 
tn the vicinity of the Java Trench, | gather." At the captain's nod, he added under his breath, 
"It would be, wouldn't It?" Suddenly, he swung eround to face the curious seaman. “|'d be glad 
to work for you, Captain Stewart, as would my young friends here. Anything you say, withIn 
reason." 


The captain gave the Time Lord a hard look. He couldn't quite put his finger on what It was about 
the man that bothered him. "Good. We'll talk more about It Tomorrow, when the weather's 
cleared." Sttll puzzled, he took the Doctor's outstretched hand. "Goodnight, then." 


In the corridor, Tegan stopped. Between clenched teeth, she muttered, "I don't think there's much 
we can do for this ship.“ She was feeling distinctly unwell, and not In the mood for swabbing 
deckse 


"Oh, come now, Tegan, a little honest work tn the fresh sea alr will do you a world of good." 
"{ doubt It." 


"Oh, Mre Fletcher!" Nyssa exclaimed as their friend from the deck appeared, cerrying a bundle of 
clothing. 


"It's Jack, miss," he answered. "I've told my mates what happened with your gear, and they got 
together some stuff for you to wear. Not really proper for ladies, i'm afrald, but It's clean and 
dry. First Mate says you can have his cabin, but the Doctor wlll have to bunk with use" Shyly, 
he handed the bundie to Nyssa. 


"Thank youe" She smiled. “And please tell your friends we appreciate their generosity." 


Jack Fletcher smft ied and nodded. "“Cabin's this way." He led them down the corridor. Out of his 
heavy ratngear, he was surprisingly less bulky than he had first appeared. A tall, lean man, he 
cultivated the easy, relaxed manner of the Australlan drover, coupled with the galt of the prac~ 
ticed seaman. 


"If you want to come down to the galley later, I'm sure the cook can come up with some tucker." 
He paused before a door, knocked, and, recelving no answer, went Ine The room was sparsely 
furntshed, with few luxurtes, but to Tegan and Nyssa, It seemed a haven. Smiling their thanks, 
they gratefully closed the door. 
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Tegan woke with a start. In spite of her queasy stomach, she had slept well, but the unfamiltar 
surroundings troubled her. Then the [mposst{bilfty of thelr sItuation returned, and she frowned. 


The movement of the ship seemed much less, which was a good sIgne Slowly, she slid out of the 
bunk as quietly as possible, trying not to disturb Nyssa, who was stil! asleep. They had divided 
thelr ptle of clothing the previous night, giggling over the poor fit and the appearance they 
would makee Even though their own things had dried overnight, the shipboard gear seemed more 
appropriate, and Tegan dressed herself In a shirt and Jeans. Without comb or toothbrush, she felt. 
she looked terrtble, but could do nothing about It. Now, to find the Doctor... 


By the time she reached the deck, she had become accustomed to the rolling of the ship, adjusting 
her steps so as not to bump Into anything as she walked. The bright sunshIne and warm breeze that 
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greeted her {Ightened her mood even more as, eyes shaded, she searched the deck for some sign of 
the Doctor. Men were working at varlous tasks, but none looked familfar. Shrugging, she ap- 
proached one and asked for directions to her friend. 


Darting curlous glances at her, the man directed her astern, where she soon discovered the Time 
Lord and Jack Fletcher bustly reassembling the motor of a dilapidated winch. 


"! see they've found a good use for you, Doctor," she laughed. He squatted next to the grimy 
machine, grease and of! covering hIs hands as well as his borrowed shirt and Jeanse 


"Good morning, Tegane" He smiled, his spirits obviously having returned during the night. “Jack 
here ts the ship's engineer, and he's show!Ing me some of the repair Jobs that need to be done." 


The engineer grinned at her. "There's enough to do, no mistake, but If you'll excuse me, |'I! be 
off for a smoke." He strolled around the corner. 


The Doctor rose, wiping his hands on a greasy rag, and squinted at her through the bright sun- 
shine. Suddenly, he sneezed twice, and looked around for something to wipe his nose. In despera~ 
tion, he used the rag. 


"Gesundhelt!" Tegan sald, stifling a grin. 


"Your Terran germs will be the death of me yet," he groaned. "I've been talking to our friend 
Jack, and I've found some Interesting Information that might help us get the TARDIS back." 


"Oh?" She moved closer. 


Well, first of all, the ship ts the Mary Ellen, Australtan registry and crew, out of Darwin, so 
you might be of some help there." She nodded, considering what she might be able to do. "Second- 
ly, Jack thinks he can calculate, with the navigator's help, of course, Just about where the 
TARDIS went overboard." 


"How?" she wondered aloud. “It's a big ocean." 


"He apparently had just come off watch when he met up with us, so he has a pretty good Idea of the 
time. It should give us a place to start, anyway." 


"Yes -- a large place. And how do you plan to get the TARDIS, once we've found It? Captain 
Stewart said the ocean Is thousands of feet deep In places." 


"Yes, well, that's my last plece of news. Jack sald he read recently of an expedition fitting up 
In Darwin to explore the coastline of Javae He thinks {it's the French sclentist, Jacques~Yves 
Cousteau, and If they haven't left by the time we reach Darwin, | might be able to convince him to 
help use" He sneezed again, a reminder of the nightmare of the previous night, but his eyes 
glowed. At least he had something to work with. 


"But why should he want to help us?" For years, Tegan had been an admirer of the famous French 
diver and hfs work, and she couldn't Imagine what the Doctor could offer to convince Cousteau to 


help them tn their plight. 


The Time Lord threw her an Irritated look. "Why shouldn't he?" 
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Just then, Jack returned with Nyssa In tow, carrying a glass of water and a bottle of pills. 


"Good morning, Doctor," she sald brightly. "lt brought you some medictne for your cold. Jack says 
It's aspirin." 


"it's also deadly to Time Lords," he replied as he quickly handed It back to her. 


Jack had stepped aside and was surveying the mess on the deck. “Well, back to It, then,” he said, 
pleased to have the Doctor's help. “We'll let you girls clean up when we're done." 


Tegan opened her mouth to protest, but a stern look from the Time Lord stopped her. Swallowing 
her pride, she plumped herself down on a box to walt her turn. The Doctor nodded approvingly, his 
eyes twinkling, and tossed her the greasy rag. 


With a shriek, she dropped It, then treated them all to a colourful display of Australlfan vernacu~ 
lar. 
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Nyssa was exhausted, more so than she could remember ever having been before. Hard physical 
labour was not her forte, and the hours spent cleaning up after the Doctor left her dratned. She 
glanced at Tegan, who seemed none the worse for wear, and envied her friend's stamina. 


While they worked, Jack Fletcher had never been far from them, casting himself In the rie of 
protector, quietly puffing away on his ever-present cigarette. HIs early shyness around the two 
women had dwindled. By the end of the day, he eagerly entered Into their conversations, even to 
the point of teasing them and questioning the Doctor on his mechanical skills. 


Tegan laughed at one of his questions. "Station? | hardly think you could call it that. More 
Itke a farm, really, on the outskirts of Brisbane. We had cattle for awhile, then sheep, but we 
never really made a go of It- But | can tel! you, | was chasing jJumbucks at an early enough age." 
The engineer nodded. "Did my share when | was young, but found out | was better at fixing the 
tractor than riding boundartes. Finally worked my way to Top End and signed on the ship about six 
years agoe Life sults mee" He smiled at Tegan. “Sults me even better now." 

They stretched out on a pile of crates, enjoying the tropical sunsete The gentle roll of the 
waves had a lulltng effect, far different from the day before. At the sound of a famlilar sneeze, 
Nyssa looked up- The Doctor strolled toward them, hands In his pockets, a pleased grin on his 
facee He had changed back Into hts cricketing costume, but hadn't managed to erase all the ofl 
stains from his face. 

"G'day," he sald brightly, attempting the greetinge Tegan and Jack rolled their eyes. 

"Good evening to you, mate," Jack laughed, emphasizing the time of day. 


The Time Lord looked hurt tor a moment, then smiled. "Just trying to get into the swing of 
things." : 


"you certainly look pleased with yourself," Nyssa observed. 


"! should be. | just won seventy~elght dollars playing Two-Up!" 
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"Two-Up?" She shook her head. 


"It's almost the Australian national pastime," Tegan explained. "It's played by tossing two 
pennies up In the alr, then betting on how they'!l! land. Seems the Doctor's rather good at It." 


"i'm not surprised," Nyssa sniffed. “it shouldn't be that difficult to caiculate the odds on the 
outcome of the toss. You merely divide the number of possibilities of success by the number of 
total possibiifties. Very simple, actually. No wonder you won so much money." 


"What | want to know Is what you used for money In the first place," Tegan countered. “You never 
seem to have any when we need It." 


"Taurustan hal f-wantron," he shrugged. “No one noticed tn the crush, and | won It back eventual- 
ly.s t'm goftng to have another go at It tonight." Casually, he flipped the coin In question Into 
the air, catching It with great relish. 


Jack Itstened to the conversation with Interest. "Suppose you could teach me how that works, 
Doctor? Not a bad way to turn a bob, I'd say." 


"Fatr dinkum," sald the Time Lord with a straight face. 


The others laughed as they rose from thelr seatse The sun had set, and supper was waltIing. 
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The little port clty of Darwin looked Iitke heaven to Tegan's eyes when the Mary Ellen safled tnto 
harbour days later. She hadn't begrudged Captain Stewart the chance to use their labour as 
payment for transport, but she was sick of cleaning up after the Doctor's handiwork. As usual, 
the Time Lord fared somewhat better than the rest of them, due to the decayed state of the ship's 
mechanical equipment. He and Jack made a great deal of headway with thelr repairs, so much so 
that the captain was reluctant to part with his stowaways. 


"if you've not turned up anything In the next few days, Doctor, I'I1 be happy to take you on for 
another run." 


"Thank you, but | think we'll find what we're after tn Darwin.® 


A few telephone calls satistled the Time Lord that the Cousteau diving expedition was still tn the 
city. Now, It was only a matter of asking for their help. He felt confident he could convince a 
fellow sclentist of the urgency of his request. He felt the need for the TARDIS keenly, and was 
anxious to be underway. 


Tegan had other problems. In the past few days, a close friendship had developed between her and 
Jack Fletcher, and the engineer was obviously distressed at the prospect of her departure. To 
her, he represented a slice of home, a comfortable big brother with whom she could trade bush 
tales. What he felt for her, she could only fmagine, but the thought of hurting him upset her. 


At the dock, once again In thelr travelling clothes, Tegan, Nyssa, and the Doctor took leave of 
the crew. As Nyssa looked around her, she had to admit the time spent on the Mary Ellen had been 
fun, despite the blisters on her hands. If only the circumstances of our arrival had been differ- 
ent, she thought. | would have considered It one of the more pleasant Interludes spent with The 
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Doctor... Unfortunately, the shadow of the TARDIS still hung over them. 


As the trio shook hands all around, Jack detached himself from the group of sailors. "Tegan, I ‘ve 
got a couple of days’ leave. Could | come with you to see the Frenchman? I'd just !ftke to meet 
him, you know." 


She shrugged. "i can't see why not, although I'm not sure any of us will get tn to see hime But, 
then, If ! know the Doctor..." At the mention of his name, the Time Lord turned. “Jack wants to 
come with us to meet Captain Cousteau," she explained. 


"Of course," he agreed. "But we'l! have to hurry. | understand the expedition plans to leave In 
a few dayse" Quickly, he rounded up hfs party and, with a parting wave, headed for the warehouse 
district. They were sttl! a long way from recovering the TARDIS, and each delay made him more 
nervouSe 
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A dingy warehouse near the far west end of Darwin's harbour served as headquarters for Cousteau's 
Java expedition. As preparations drew to a close, the activity around the bullding dwindled. For 
the most part, the suppifes, diving equipment, and scientific apparatus were already loaded aboard 
Calypso. Captain Cousteau himself had been tn and out of the warehouse for days, cajoling, giving 
orders, and trying to keep his patience with the shopkeepers of Darwin. Each new. voyage was a 
Joy» promising opportunity for discovery and excitement, not to mention a pleasant break from the 
strain of constant fund-ralsing needed to keep his Internationa! organtsation afloat financially. 
But each new voyage also brought headaches, and the annoying IIttle detalis that had to be worked 
out before Calypso could leave port. 


Another delay to thefr scheduled departure time had Captain Cousteau In a dark moods To top It 
off, a British sclentist had telephoned to request a meeting. He finally agreed, more to be rid 
of the persIstent man than out of any Interest In his proposals. 


As he looked‘up from yet another unpald Invoice, he saw one of his sons approaching, followed by a 
small group of people. Foremost among them strode a tall, blond young man In unusual clothing. 
Cousteau groaned. 

Jean-Miche! Cousteau ushered the Doctor toward the warehouse door. Inside, a sign Inscribed In 
French and English pofnted the way to the matin office. Smiling his thanks, the Time Lord went 
toward the office door, gesturing for his companions to remain behinds He paused at the sight of 
the wiry old man insIde, then rapped on the open door. 

Weartly, Cousteau called, "Entrez." 


"How do you do? I'm the Doctor." 


The French sclentitst rose and accepted the outstretched hand. "! am Cousteau,” he answered, not 
unkIndly. “How can I help you?" 


"Captain, | have a tong story to tell youe | think it will be of Interest, and | hope that when | 
have finished, you will Indeed agree to help me." 


The keen blue eyes of the diver searched his visitor's facee Something about the young man spoke 
of stIncertty, with a hint of desperation. But he was a very busy mane “Doctor,” he began, “this 


* 66 * 


x Co \ ¢ 
Ww ' 
‘ \\ 


Ok COO AD, 
wpe 


+” Jas ¥, 
Sp PER bia on \2 M1 
> = iit y 


\ 


NN 
WN : 
e 










LES 
\ 


expedition fs In the last stages of preparation. 1! am very busy, but | will give you a few min- 
utes of.my time, and then we shall see." 


A ftatr man, the Time Lord thought as he related his tale. Cousteau sat calmly throughout, Inter- 
rupting the narrative only to ask for clarIfication of words he did not understand. 


The Doctor perched on the edge of his chatr, wishing he could tel! whether the famous Frenchman 
belleved any of his story. "Il have Itttlie proof," he finished, “and nothing to reward your ef=- 
forts, other than the scientific knowledge you would galne You couldn't even publish your find- 
Ings If we were to succeed." He spread his hands. “But !'m asking for your help, as one scien- 
tist to another." 


Jacques-Yves Cousteau rubbed his chine How could this strange story be true? !f this man was, as 
he claimed, from another world, why was his appearance so normal, so human? And yet, his manner 
spoke of confidence, as If he, at least, belleved his story. And his sclentific knowledge seemed 
sound. A crazy story, that much was certalneec. 


"These are your friends?" he asked, Indicating the little group watching Intently from the ware- 
house doorway. 


"Yes," the Doctor answerede “Tegan and Nyssa are my travelling compantons, and the young man [s a 
saltlor from the Mary Ellene The women can corroborate my story, tf you'd like to talk to Them." 


"Perhaps later," Cousteau salde He turned his attention back to the Doctor. "You wil! please 
forgive my skepticism, but your story fs, shall we say, Incredible, and you have no proof." 


The Time Lord sighed. "I have proof of sorts. Myself. There are certain physlological differ- 
ences between my race and yours. |! would be willing to submit to a medical examination." 


The Frenchman smiled. The fool was probably harmless. What could it hurt to humour him? "Very 
well, Doctor," he agreed, ristng from his chair. "I have a young medical assistant with little to 
occupy hIs time. If he can find proof for your claims, then perhaps we will! consider what can be 
done." He picked up the telephone on his desk and relayed orders In raptd French, listened for a 
moment, then rang off. “He wit! be here shortly. If you would not mind, | would Iftke to talk to 
your friends. Seulement. Alone, s'il-vous plaft." 


"Of course, and thank you, Captatn, for your time." The Doctor motloned Nyssa and Tegan to the 
office, leaving a disappoInted Jack behind. The Time Lord soon Joined him while the two women 
entered the office. Hesitant at first, they were at once put at ease by the famous Frenchman's 
beaming smile. 


"Your friend," he began after Introductions were made, "does he suffer from delustons?" 


Several minutes later, the Doctor and Jack were approached by a friendly young man In a white T- 
shirt. With a sfdelong glance and a shrug, he ushered the Doctor off toward another buliding.e Is 
this what life with the crew of the Calypso will be IIke, the Time Lord wondered. Well, | cer- 
tainly won't be boredee. 


In the office, Cousteau chatted with Nyssa and Tegan, trying to make some sense of the tale he had 
Just heard. Everything they sald corroborated the Doctor's story. When the Interview was com- 
pleted, he began to politely dismiss hfs guests, only to be stopped by a white-faced medic who 
tugged him ftnto a corner and blurted out his findings. 
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Tegan smiled her amusement and strolled off to talk to Jacke Nyssa laughed, shook her head, and 
followed. The Doctor has done It agaln, she thought. 


The two women had barely reached the puzzled engineer when they were joIned by an excited medical 
assistant and Cousteau himself. The Frenchman gave them a measured look. Can their Impossible 


story really be true? "Please," he sald, “would you come with me?" 


In a make~sh!tft laboratory, mostly disassembled for Calypso's voyage, the Doctor shrugged Into his 
coat, winciIng at the pain tn his left arm. The astonished young medic, upon finding two heart- 
beats, had been a IIttle rougher than necessary with his blood test. A quick scan of the slides 
with a microscope had sent him scurrying to find Cousteau, leaving his patient alone In the room. 


In a few minutes, Cousteau himself entered the room, to find the Time Lord casually leafing 
through a pile of reports. Without a word, the French scientist crossed the room to the table, 
where he peered through the microscope. One after another, he compared slides of the Doctor's 
blood samples with those of normal human blood. Finally, hts face Impassive, he laid an open hand 
on the Time Lord's chest. 


"My apology, monsfeur," he sald. "I did not believe youe Now, | am faced with the truth. Please 
understand tf | take a moment to collect my thoughts." The Doctor nodded as the Frenchman walked 
slowly to the door. "Andre will see to your comfort." 


Comfort was the last thing on young Andre's mind as he watched hIs employer leave the room. He 
was more than a Ifttle frightened of this alfen being, vividly recalling the pulp fiction of his 
youth. Thoughts of all the dreadful things that could happen to him If he made one false move 
flickered through his mind. He darted a glance at the Doctor, who completely Ignored him, then 
turned his attention to Nyssa and Tegan. ° 


Nyssa backed up a step In alarm, but Tegan held her ground. "Brisbane born and bred!" she spat. 


He retreated. Now was not the time to tackle th!ls Irate female, not with her alfen protector In 
the room. 


Finally, Cousteau returned, his expression thoughtful. "I have been a scientist for many years, 
Doctor, an explorer for more. In all those years, | have never backed down from a challenge or 
refused ald to a creature whose life |! had the ability to save. But today, you have turned my 
world upside down. I can no longer think In terms of just thls planet." He paused. “| have so 
many questions to ask youe" 


"And | will answer what [| can," the Time Lord agreed. "But you must know, Captain, that your 
findings will have to be kept to yourself." 


The Frenchman smiled wryly. “Doctor, If | published what | have learned today, | would become a 
figure of ridicule to my colleagues. Mals non, for my own curlosity, 1! would ask, and not for 
people who would not want to know the truth." 

"Does that mean you'!! help us?" Tegan asked anxiously. 

"What you ask may be Impossible." Cousteau frowned. "The ocean Is very deep In the Trench. If 


your ship has fallen Into it, there Is little we can do for youe" As the Doctor took a deep 
breath, ready to Interrupt, he continued. "On the other hand, ocean depths vary greatly In that 
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areae Can you show me on a chart?" 


"Yes, approximately." Suddenly anImated, the TIme Lord described the general location of the 
TARDIS, relative to what Jack had told him. 


Cousteau nodded, and led them to another part of the warehouse complex, where navigational charts 
lay strewn across a table. He selected one and spread It out, allowing the Doctor to study It. 


The Time Lord set his reading glasses on his nose and thoughtfully sifd his hand over the paper. 
After a few moments, he jJabbed a finger at a section of the chart north-northwest of Christmas 
island. “Here, | would say, allowing for drift." 


The diver checked his notese "! would guess between three hundred and six hundred metres. Deep, 
but not Impossible with a submersiblee" Tegan and Nyssa made encouraging sounds. "if," he 
continued, "we can locate the pos!Ition precisely. That will be difficult." He paused, looking 
Into the Doctor's face. "But we will try." He smiled. "It Is the least we can do for Interga- 
lactic friendship." 


The Doctor grinned. 


e+ et & H& 


Andre Dulane took a long sip from the mug of stout standing before him on the table. It was his 
third of the eventng, and he was begInning to feel Its effects. All the better, he thought, 
because the less he had to think about the day's events, the better off he would be. Never in his 
wildest dreams had the young blologist thought It would be he who discovered extra-terrestr lal 
life -- and now, hIs greatest discovery was to be taken from him. 


He took an even longer gulp of beer. He had taken leave from his University on the advice of his 
professors, In search of a research project with a grand enough effect to Improve his less-than- 
notable scholastic career. Now, It was his ~~ and ft was betng ripped from him by the order of 
secrecy Captain Cousteau had placed on his crewe It just Isn't falreece! 

"Well, Andre, mate," a voice called from across the crowded common room of the pube "Look, 
Andre's here!" A short, red-haired man ambled over to the table and plopped himself down next to 
the young Frenchman. 


"Hello, Lyle,” Andre answered, with little enthuslasm. 


"You buying, Froggle2?" the other man asked with a laugh. The medic shrugged, which Lyle took as a 
positive signe “Harlan,” he called, "the Frenchie’s buying." 


Soon, they were Jolned by a huge man, who gratefully accepted the drinks that always appeared when 
the Frenchman was around. When the drinks arrived and preliminary greetings were over, however, 


Andre slumped back Into his brooding mood. 


"Here," sald the bIg longshoreman, slapping hIs empty glass down on the table, "what's eating you, 
mate?" 


The red-halred man looked at Dulane keenly. "Something up with the ship, then?" 


"Something's up, you could say," Andre groaned. "The most Important event of my IIfe, and ! can 
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do nothing about [t-" Somewhat dazedly, he ordered another stout, and looked up at his compan- 
Tonse He could hardly call them friends, since thelr friendship lasted only as long as the drinks 
held out, but they were the closest thing he had In this God=-forsaken place. “Today, | met a man 
from another world," he announced. 


The ftaughter died quickly when they saw he was serlouse "You mean, I ke South America?" asked 
Har lane 


"No, another planet, another solar system." He waved a hand In the general direction of the sky. 
"And {| cannot even tell the world of my discoverye The Captain has sworn us all to secrecy." He 
stared gloomily ahead. "No degree with honours, no fame, no university chair- It could all be 
mine, tf Itt weren't for his stubbornness." 


Lyle*'s eyes widened. "This spaceman, where Is he?" 

"Probably aboard Calypso by now." 

"Ils he dangerous? | mean, does he have a ray gun or something?" 

For the first time, Andre realized their tnterest In hts story, and began to regret his Indiscre- 
tion. "No, | don't think he's dangerous, but he Is very Intelligent. He is helping Captain 


Cousteau to rebulld some of the sctentific equipment. And," he added, "he looks ITke a normal 
human belfnge" 


They seemed disappointed at this piece of news, hoping for a real space creature. Scratching his 
head, Lyle leaned toward the young Frenchman. "Things have been slow around the docks lately, and 
| got a wife at home always wanting this and that. | wonder what someone would pay for a real, 
ITve spaceman!" 


Andre Dulane took a last gulp of beer. He wondered, too. Perhaps the price of world acceptance 


might not be too much to askee. 


He thought for a moment about the expedition. Security aboard Calypso was relatively loose, and 
the crew would be working In the vicinity of several small, uninhabited Islands, which would work 
to his advantage -~ If he were willing to take the risk. 


The two Australians studied him Intently. Suddenly, he smiled. “The price would be high," he 
answered. 


* kee & 


Aboard Calypso, Tegan flopped down on her cot tn the small cabin she shared with Nyssa, and dumped 
the contents of her paper bags In a heap. Her friend quickly added her purchases to the pile. 


"Well, Nyssa sighed, “one hundred twenty~sIx dollars doesn't go very far, does It?" 


"Not when you're trying to supply three people. J certainly hope this stuff fits. Never try 
getting a straight answer out of the Doctor when It comes to Gallifreyan sizes." Tegan pulled a 
pair of jeans and two T-shirts out of the pile. On top of them, she stacked a razor, toothbrush, 
comb, and other Items she thought the Time Lord might need- "! guess he can borrow what Isn't 
here," she addede 
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"At least he was successfu! at Two-Up, or we wouldn't have any money at all." Nyssa leaned over 
and scooped up the bathing suit the Australlan had bought. “Is this really what you wear to 
swim?" she asked Incredulously- 


Tegan laughed. "Sometimes. Mostly, It's Just for show." 


*| can see where everything would show," her companion commented wryly as she held up the skimpy 
sult, then hastily thrust it behInd her when she heard a knock at the door. 


"Oh," the Doctor sald when Tegan admitted him, “shopping, | see.” 
She handed hIm h!s ptle- "1 hope everything fits." 


*Hmm," he sald, studying the garments, one of which read "Brewster's Pub." "| suppose they'l! 
have to do." 


"This Is Darwin, Doctor, not Parts." 
He shrugged. "Well, thank you," he sald sincerely. 
"How are the modifications goIng on Captain Cousteau's equipment?" Nyssa Inquired. 


"Slowly, but | think we can adapt the sonar unlit to search out the size and mass of the TARDIS. 
As for the other aiterations, well, | have to be a little careful there. Since," he added with a 
wicked grin, "I'm not supposed to be Interfering with Earth's history." 


"Do you need some help?" she asked hopefully. She missed her scfentific work. 


"Of course. Perhaps, after supper, you can give me a hand with the decompresston chamber the 
Captain has been working on. ! think | have a few Ideas he can use, and your training could come 
In handye* 


She nodded with dellght- 
tAnd what am | supposed to do?" Tegan demanded. 
"Oh, you'!l! think of something. Brewster's Pub?" With a sigh, he left. 


Tegan laughed. She got her revenge whenever she could. 


* ee HE 


Calypso bobbed [tn the tropical sunshtne of the blue-green waters off the coast of Javae Tegan 
relaxed on the narrow deck, soaking up the sun and watching the crew hard at work. Armed with 
dramamine, she found her second voyage In weeks seemed more Itke a vacation than worke There 
would be no deck=scrubbIng this time around, she thought, although she gladly helped out wherever 
she could; but, thanks to the Dector and his lovely alien BPes dues they were honoured guests, and 
she had fast become a pet of the fun-loving crew. 


It would ali be such a lark, If there wasn't the TARDIS to worry about... Lazily, she rose, 


stretched, and strolled toward the rear deck. In the late afternoon, the day's work was winding 
downe As she rounded the corner, she was pleasantly surprised to see the famillar figure of the 
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Doctor seated pensIively on a coil of cable. 

"Doctor! Hello!" she called. 

He smiled wanly at her greetinge "Oh, hello, Tegane You're looking very chipper.” 
"Wish | could say the same for youe You look terrible!" 


And he dide Lack of sleep, coupled with the very human cold he'd caught aboard the Mary Ellen, 
had left him with a pinched, grey look. 


We may be on a fool's errand," he sighed. "I! can only work so many miracles without the proper 
tools and matertals -- all of which are tn the TARDIS, of coursee" She nodded. "I've been able 
to boost the power of the sonar unit, and fine-tuned it to pick up the location of the TARDIS, but 
even so, It will be Itke looking for the proverbial needle itn a haystack." He rubbed his eyes. 
"| just don't know, Tegan.* 


She was shocked. In all the time she had known him, she had never seen him IIke this -- down, of 
course, but never beaten. She didn't know what to say to make him feel better. The frustration | 


of trying to function In a Twentieth Century world was evident, and he wasn't handling it well. 


Madly, she cast about for some comforting words. "We'll find the TARDIS, you'i! see," she sald 
lamelye “And then, we'll be off again.” 


He chuckled at her attempted optimism, so unllke Tegan. “Provided | can repair the directional 
stabi ltzer." 


"i"d almost forgotten that," she mused. "It seems Iike ages ago." 


"It's the longest !'ve been away from the TARDIS since | left Galllfrey. She's more a part of me 
than |! realfzede" He fell silent once more, staring out to sea. 


"Would It be so awful, then, to be stranded here?" 
He shook his head. "You forget, Tegan, | was stranded here once before. But then, at least, | 
had my TARDIS with me, even If | couldn't make her work. Now, | feel Itike a part of myself [s 


mtsstnge 1 must get her back, or I'!I! spend the rest of my IIves here trying to." 


She settled down next to him. There was nothing she could saye But she wouldn't leave him alone 
like this. If only there was something to be optimistic about... 


"Doctor!" Nyssa's volce startled them both as she hurrfed across the deck. "We've been looking 
for youe Captatn Cousteau's been fn touch with the American Navy, and they may have some special 
diving equipment we can use." 

Her enthusiasm was the perfect antidote for the Time Lord's dark mood. Slowly, he rafsed his head 
from hts hands, the begInnIngs of a smile I{ghting his face. His depression disappeared, replaced 
by excItement. 


"Deep water equipment?" 


"Yes, a diving sult that can go deeper than Calypso’s saucer." 
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"Good! Right, then, all we have to do is find the TARDIS! Well, no sense moping around. We're 
wasting time!" 


Tegan stared at him. He hardly seemed the same person with whom she had spoken Just moments 
before. | 


Shaking her head, she followed the others across the decke One thing was clear -- she would never 
understand the Doctor. 


t+ tee 


Nyssa yawned and rubbed her eyes. It seemed IIke hours since she'd begun her turn at monitoring 
the sonar screen, when actually It was closer to forty-five minutes. The crew was reluctant at 
first to allow a mere girl to handle the sophisticated sclentific equipment, but once they wit- 
nessed her work with the Doctor, and the regard In which he held her opinions, she was given free 
reine Now, she wished she'd been a IlIttle less capable, and a little more IIke the free-spirited 
Tegan, who was having the time of her II fe. 


Once agaln, she checked the grid, forcing her mind back to duty, and off the charms of Calypso’s 
most Interesting crewe So far, they had found nothing In the deep waters off the coast of Java 
that fit the TARDIS's proportions. The Doctor, she knew, was becoming discouraged at their 
apparent lack of progress, and only Captain Cousteau's never-ending optimism and curfosity kept 
him distracted. 


The sonar blips droned on, and Nyssa yawned once more. 


Across the bridge, the Doctor and the sentor members of Calypso's crew huddied over a chart. With 
one long finger, Philippe Cousteau drew a line along one sIde. 


"This Is the section we have covered In the last few days. According to Captatn Stewart's log and 
Monsleur Fletcher's memory, your TARDIS should be withIn these boundaries. But If the calcula~ 
tions were tncorrect, we could be off by kilometres." 


Jack Fletcher leaned his elbows on the tablee The big Australian had quit his Job on the Mary 
Ellen tn favour of a chance to sall with Cousteau and act as the Doctor's assistant. In the short 
time he had known the Time Lord and hls companions, he had become quite fond of them, and his high 
optnion of the Doctor amounted to nothing short of hero-worshIp. Whatever's In the fellow's 
myster lous blue box, he thought, I'm willing to help retrieve Iteeoe 





"i'm positive of the time," Jack sald. "f was just coming off duty. Couldn't be off more than 
five minutes, tops." | 


"Allowing for the current and the force of the storm," the Doctor added, "It should be within this 
areae" He tapped the section they had already surveyed. "Perhaps the sonar just isn't adequate 


for the depth." 


"None" Philippe shook his head. "With the Increased power, It should easIly reach four thousand 
metres. The problem must be with the navigational calculations." 


Nyssa was tired of thelr arguments. This discussion had been going on for days, and tempers 
frequently flared. She sighed audibly, drawing the Doctor's attention. 
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"Ah, Nyssa," he sald, crossing to her side and squinting at the screene “Why don't you go and 
find Tegan? I!'Il take over here for awhile." 


She protested, knowIng he was already working double shifts, but he Ignored her. Easing her out 
of the chalIr, he settled Into her place. 


"Tomorrow, we will begin south toward Christmas Island," Captain Cousteau decided. 


The group murmured thelr approval, then dispersed, each crewman returning to his worke Only Jack 
hung about, walting for Nyssa to leave. "Mind If I tag along?" he asked. 


She gave him a smile and turned to the Doctor, who was busily cleaning his glasses. "Can | get 
you anything?" 


"No, thank you," he replted, his eyes Intent on the screen. With a last look, she followed Jack 
to the door. 


They found Tegan engaged In a rather raucous card game with several crewmen. A great deal of 
laughter and catcalls punctuated the proceedings, occastonally interrupted by curses In French. 
Tegan sat to one side, minus one shoe, but otherwise fully clothed and looking rather smug- The 
other players fared somewhat worse; a large pile of clothing lay at the Australian woman's feet. 
She smiled at Jack's appreclative laughter and Nyssa’s puzzlement. 


"If any of you care to discuss winning your stuff back, you can see me tomorrow," she chirped, 
gathering the bundle of her winnings In her arms. 


One of the crewmen, clad only In a pair of Jeans, chuckled. “An Interesting game, your strip 
poker, but we had hoped for a different outcome." 


"Didn't you juste" Tegan handed part of her booty to Nyssae They strode from the deck to calls 
of, "Tomorrow!" and, "We shall see!" 


"Falr dinkum, Tegan, as the Doctor would say," Jack laughed. "Strip poker? Where In God's name 
did you learn to play that?" 


"From my dad, of coursee Things got a little boring out on the farm. Taught me how to cheat, 
too," she added. "Oh, don't worry," she said hurriedly, seeing the look on Nyssa‘s face. "I'll 
let them win It al! back tomorrow. After I win my shoe backe" She reached down and removed her 
remaining sandal. "How about some supper?" 


Jack grinned at her. She's amazing! “More French cooking, !'I!l wager," he laughed, making a 
face. 


“Beats what the Doctor cooks!" 


* He He 


Andre Dulane hunched over the radio transmitter on the bridge, talking quietly to Lyle on shore. 
His offer to cover Phi llppe Cousteau's coffee-break had been gratefully accepted, but he doubted 
the other man would be gone long. 
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“Tomorrow It must be," he sald quickly. "I will call you again to confirm that the Doctor will be 
alone." 


The reply, distorted by static, was barely audible, but he seemed satisfled. "Good, then, you 
have the boat, and the shelter on the Itsland. ! will see to the rest after we have him." 


Once again, static crackled. Then, "Unti! tomorrow, mon aml." 


He stgned off as the sound of laughter floated up to the bridge.e It's that Australlan girl again, 
he fumed as he switched off the transmitter. He didn't Iifke her. 


"! did what | promised," Tegan laughed as she and Jack strolled past the open door. "iI let them 
win it all back -- but the bloody scoundrels kept my shoe!" 


Jack Fletcher's deep laughter followed, joined by PhIIIppe Cousteau's. 


"1! think you are a bit of a scoundre! yourself, Mademoiselle Tegan," the Frenchman observed. WIth 
a wave of his hand, he left them to return to his place on the bridge. 


"Mercl!, mon ami," he sald to Andre as the young medic got to his feet. "It was good to take a 
break." 


"My pleasure." Andre smiled. After tomorrow, It will indeed be my pleasures. 


%* eee & 


It was after 2:00 AeM.e Only the monotonous bliIp of the sonar broke the silence of Calypso's 
° bridge. 


The Doctor was on duty once againe His body was In the chair, but his mind was mifltons of miles 
away. After nearly a week of constant monitoring, nothing had turned up, and he was bone~tired 
and discouraged. Yesterday, Calypso's hellcopter had delivered the United States Navy's deep~ 
water suit; {tt would allow them to dive to depths of almost sIx hundred metres. A good plan = If 
we find the TARDIS tn water that shal low. 

If we find the TARDIS at all... 


The ship was dark. Off-duty crew and passengers had long since retired, leaving only the Doctor, 
Faico -—- who was pIloting the ship -- and Andre Dulane. 


As the Time Lord yawned, Andre ducked Into the cramped room, a mug of steaming coffee In each 
hand. A small smile crossed his lips as the Doctor accepted his offering. 


"Thank you, Andre," he sald, absently stirring the coffee with the wrong end of a pen. 

"Oh, you are very welcome," the young man answered, and went forward with a cup for Falco. 

Odd man, thought the Doctor. Since thefir iInittal meeting, the medical assIstant had avoided him 
almost totally. There were none of the constant questions he had patiently answered for the rest 


of the crew, and no further requests for medical Information. 


For that, he was grateful. Efther Dulane has little scientific curlosity, or he Is badly fright- 
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ened. The Time Lord shrugged mentally. One maladjusted crew member was not his concern. 


For Andre Dulane, the night seemed endless. He had been on pins and needles since they left port, 
nervously watching and walting, his conversation In the pub always in the back of his mind. 


Once again, he thought over the procedure he had followed. First, a radio transmission to his 
co-conspIrators, letting them know when the Time Lord would be alone on the bridges Next, a 
strong sedative, dissolved tn coffee. Then the final signal when all was readye The two Austral- 
tans would do the rest, taking the Doctor to a prearranged location. Then, he would find a buyer 
for thelr remarkable captive. Simple as could be. 


Why, then, am | so nervous? What seemed so rational in a smoky pub In Darwin now seemed nothing 


short of kIidnappIng.e HIs hand shook as he signalled the walting craft. One flash, two, three, 


and It was donee Now, he had only to walt. 

Idiy, the Doctor leaned back In his chair, his coffee still untouched on the console before him. 
For the hundredth time, he ran a finger across the hand-drawn chart. Day after day had dragged 
by, with no resultse He was frustrated and sleepy. 


Suddenly, he felt a breeze on the back of his neck; the door to the bridge had opened.e Andre 


again, he thought, not looking around. 


But he was mistaken. A palr of massive arms appeared out of nowhere, encircling him and lifting 
him up and out of hfs chalr. 


He squawked, his drowsftness gonee Kicking out, he managed to overturn the chair and knock the mug 
clattering from the console, but he couldn't manage to get his feet under hime 


The kidnapper hadn't expected his presumably drugged victim to put up such a fight, and It was all 
he could do to hold on to the squirming man. Harlan backed toward the centre of the room, mutter- 
tng under his breath -~ and carelessly allowed the Doctor to get his feet on the floor. 


Quickly, the Time Lord twisted slightly, and drove his elbow backwards Into his assallant's 
midriff. With a grunt, Harlan loosened his hold -- not much, but enough to allow his captive To 
take advantage of the situation. With a mighty heave, the Doctor sent the big kidnapper salling 
over his head and into the chart table. 


By this time, Lyle, sensing from the nolse that things weren't golng as planned, had raced to his 
fallen colleague's ald. Casting about for a weapon, he scooped the empty coffee mug up from the 
tloor, and deftly cracked the Doctor over the head with It. The blow sent him down hard, half 
across the overturned chair, and half across his first attacker. 


Throughout the ship, the alarm went up, as sleepy voices questioned one another In French and In 
Englishe On the bridge, panic set In. 


The last thing the kidnappers wanted was a confrontation with the crew of Calypso. Still groggy 
from the Time Lord's judo throw, Harlan staggered to his feet, and slung the unconsclous Doctor 
over his shoulder. Lyle ran ahead of him to the door and jerked I+ open, then abruptly stumbled 
backwards Into his friend. 


A grinning Jean-Michel Cousteau faced hime His friendly smile was In sharp contrast to the shark 
gun he held potnted at the Intruders. "S'il-vous plaft," he sald politely, “put my friend down. 
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Gently." 
Open-mouthed, the would-be kidnappers retreated farther, dropping the Doctor In a heap on the 
decks He groaned, ralsing himself on one elbow. Seeing the situation well in hand, he slumped 


back to the floor. 


Most of Calypso's crew had gathered by then, and Captain Cousteau pushed his way through the 
crowd, eyelng his son with amusement. The young man seemed to relish his r&le of rescuer. 


"The Doctor Is hurt?" the Captain asked. 
"Nothing that won't heal," answered a small voice from the floor. 


Turning a cold eye on the Time Lord's trapped assallants, Cousteau stepped closer, seeming to gain 
Inches In staturee "Who are you, and what are you doling on my ship? | demand an explanation." 


"We came for the spaceman," whined Lyle. He had decided bluster was the best coursee The crowd 
on deck looked distinctly unfriendly, and he and Harlan were unarmed. He pointed a shaking finger 
at the Doctor, who sat on the floor, rubbing his head. 

Frantically, Nyssa and Tegan pushed thelr way Into the room to his side. 

"What are you talking about?" asked Tegan, giving Cousteau a warning looke 

"Him," answered the littie mane “We know afl about hime": 


"Spaceman?" She laughed. "Don't be silly! Does he look like a spaceman?" 


The two Intruders took a fong look at the Doctor, who truly did look harmlesse Taking thelr cue 
from Tegan, the other crew members shrugged and practiced looking blank. 


"The purpose of our mission," Jacques~Yves Cousteau stated, "Is to help my colleague here fo 
recover his equipment, which was lost In a storm. Your Imaginations, | am afrald, have been 
running away with youe" He turned to his sone "Alert the authorities." 

"No," the Time Lord salde “There's been no real harm done, and | doubt these men have learned 
anything of Interest, for all thelr trouble. Let them gow Ow!" He winced, then grabbed Nyssa's 


probing fingers and pulled them away from his head. 


"But, Doctor," Tegan protested, “you're hurt. You could have a concussion. Are you just going to 
let them walk out of here?" 


"!"1! be all right," he safd firmly. “Let them go, Jean-Michel." 
The young Frenchman reluctantly lowered his weapon as the would-be kidnappers scrambled past hime 
Outside, the crowd on deck parted grudgingly, allowing Lyle and Harlan to return to the launch 


they had tiled to Calypso's stern. 


"Alerting the authorities would raise questions |! would rather not have to answer," the Doctor 
explained. “Besides, maybe they'I! pay less attention to everything they hear from now on." 


"i cannot understand how this [Information could have gotten out." Cousteau was understandably 
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upset. "Only members of the crew know your secret, and they are sworn not to reveal It." 

"| think Andre Dulane can give us some answerse" The Time Lord poked his fingers Into a puddle of 
cold coffee on the floor. He tasted It, and grimaced. "Drugged! That would have done some 
rather nasty things to my system- Dulane delivered It Just before | was attacked. HIs mistake 
was [tn not checking to see If his drug had worked." He paused, getting to his feet with Nyssa's 
help. "You'd better check on Falco, though. I'm afraid he had some coffee, too. We've probably 
been drifting all this time." 

Tegan righted his chair, and helped him to sit downe “We'd better get you patched up," she sald. 
"Finee Just call someone other than Dulane, won't you?" 

Jack Fletcher, looking pleased with himself, chose that moment to poke his head Into the room. 
"Captain Cousteau, what would you I!ke me to do with this?" he asked with a grine Gripped tightly 
In one hand was the shirt-collar of one Andre Dulane; the man was still attached to It. 

"| wlll take care of him. We have a few things to discuss," Captain Cousteau sald evenly. 
Throughout the confrontation, the sonar blip had continued to sound. Suddenly, It bleeped. 

All eyes turned to the sonar screen. "This could be It!" the Doctor announced softly. 

"Drop anchor!" Cousteau ordered. The words were repeated across the deck. 


"How deep?" asked Nyssa as she leaned over the Time Lord's shoulder. 


Charts rustled, and votces grumbled. "Three hundred sIxty~stx metres." Amazement was evident In 
Jean-Michel's voice. "With proper equipment, we can dive." 


"Or use the saucer," Philippe added. 
His father nodded. For a moment, the bridge was silent, filled with an alr of contemplation. 
"Can It really be the TARDIS?" Tegan asked at last. 


"i+ must bee" The Doctor gripped the sides of the console, staring Intently at the strong, 
constant signal on the screen. “It must bee" 
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Too keyed up to sleep, Calypso's crew began to prepare for the divee Captain Cousteau Insisted on 
a preliminary search of the area before attempting any deep-water divinge None of his crew had 
ever used the Americans' pressurized gear, and the dangers were too real to risk IIves for a false 
alarme So Falco, stil groggy, but recovering, primed their small submarine for Its task. 


The Doctor strode across the deck, a red wool cap -- trademark of Calypso’s crew -~- Jauntily 
covering the patch of white plaster on his scaip.e He surveyed the "saucer" with Interest. 


"When can we start?" he asked, anxious to be off. 


Albert Falco, Calypso's most expertenced pilot, grinned at him from his perch atop the hatch. 
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"Calm water, IIttle windees | would say, as soon as the divers are ready." He waved a hand at 
the approaching pair, both attired In wet sults. “Here are our guides." 


Captain Cousteau and his son Philippe greeted the Time Lord as Nyssa and Tegan hurried to Join 
them. 


"Are you certain you're fit?" Nyssa asked worrledly. 


"The ship's doctor assures me I'm quite fit, thank you," he answered, {ignoring Tegan's close 
scrutiny. “And I'm ready to be off." 


"Albert," the Captain addressed his top pilot, "If you are ready..." 


Falco and the Doctor climbed through the hatch of the IIttle submersible, slithering Into thelr 
padded couchese The quarters were cramped, but adequate for their needs. - 


With a splash, Cousteau and his son were In the water, ready to guide the saucer Into position for 
Its descent. Crewmen IIned the ship's rall, calling thelr encouragement as the small craft swung 
out over the water, touched the surface, then submerged. 


Foremost at the rafl stood Tegan and Nyssa. 


"Please," Tegan prayed aloud, "let It be the TARDIS. { don‘t think I*Il be able to face him If It 
Isn't." 


Nyssa nodded. "Even If It Is, there are no guarantees they'I| be able to bring tt up." At her 


companion's horrified expression, she added, "The water Is still very deep. The pressure may be 
too great for a dive." 


"But can't they Just hook onto It with the sub?" 
"Hook onto what? Remember, It's still only a police box." 


Jack joined them at the rall.e "Why the long faces?" he asked. “Isn't this what you've been 
walting for?" 


Tegan gave him a weary look. “What ! want to see Is the TARDIS, propped up on deck and ready to 
go.* 


Jack's smile vanished, and he stared out to seas He would miss her, with her Independence and 
spunke "Come on," he sald finally. “Let's go InsIde and Itsten to what's going on." 


On the bridge, a radio kept the crew In constant communication with the saucer. Captain Cousteau 
and Phit!tppe, after shedding thelr gear, followed the three companions In and settled down fo 
lIsten to the transmisstonse They could hear the Doctor's voice through the speaker, occasionally 
asking for course changes or commenting on some Interesting fauna that caught hIs eye. 


"Two degrees port," Jean-Michel tnstructed. A scratchy reply acknowledged the direction. "Now, 
dead ahead." 


“Can't see anythinge" The Time Lord's voice was tense. "There's a good deal of sediment and 
debris. Wait! There Is something..." | 
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Stlence followed. It seemed to last forever. 


What can be taking so long, Nyssa wondered, digging her nafls Into her palms. Beside her, Tegan 
grtpped the back of a chair so tightly that her knuckles were white. 


"! will turn the saucer around," they heard Falco say, "and use the propellers to blow away some 
of the sediment." 


Agatn, there was sIlence, as the submersible manoeuvred Into Its new position. 
Finally, the Doctor's volce rang out. "It's the TARDIS!" 
A cheer went up around Calypso as the news was relayed from crewman to crewman. 


"It's the TARDIS!" Tegan screamed, echoing the Doctor's triumphant announcement without realtzing 
It- Ecstatic, she flung herself into the arms of a surprised Jack Fletcher. 


With a huge grin, he hugged her back, reluctantly releasing her as she flew off to hug Nyssae The 
celebration on the ship had already begun. 


if only the completion of the task will be so easyee. Thoughtfully, Captain Cousteau walked out 
onto the deck to have another lock at the American-made diving sult. 
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The Doctor emerged from the saucer flushed and excited, ready to make plans for the dive Itself. 
With the TARDIS located, all that remained was to lift her from the ocean floor. Three hundred 
sixty metres was all that separated hIm from his ship and freedom, and he wanted no more delays. 


"We must be cautious," Captain Cousteau advised when they gathered to discuss the dive. "1! cannot 
risk my men without first testing the sult.” 


"There will be no risk for your men," the Time Lord explained. "I will be dolng the diving.” 
"Out of the question. This requires an experlenced diver. You do not have such experience." 


"Captain," the Doctor continued patiently, “you have satd yourself that your men are no more 
famtitar with this equipment than | am. 1 see no reason why |! shouldn't be the one to dive." 


"Because, my dear Doctor, you are not a diver. There Its more Involved than merely Jumping Into 
water over your heade Movement under water requires development of certaln skIit!s, knowledge of 
how to handle the currents and pressure." He paused for a moment. “We wlil compromise. If you 
will agree to several days of tralning while we test the sult, | will consider allowing you to be 
part of the diving team." 


The Time Lord turned hfs back, trying to control his temper. How can this man be so stubborn? 


He turned to’ face the Frenchman. "Captain," he sald through clenched teeth, leaning forward so 
his nose was scant Inches from the sclentIst's, "we are wasting time!" 


"Doctor, this is my ship. Here, we will live by my decisions." With that, Cousteau turned and 
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left the bridge. 

The Time Lord sullenly remained behind. “The man [Is brifliant, but he has no concept of urgency!" 
Nyssa looked wide-eyed at Tegan, walting for an additional explosion, but her friend just smiled. 
"Doctor, just because for once you haven't gotten your Own wayeece" 


He whirled to face her, but Tegan side-stepped and blithely danced out the door, Nyssa right 
behind her. 


“*Humans!" the Time Lord stormed. 
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"You have done very well, Doctor," Captain Cousteau commented. "in the past few days, you have 
mastered sktlils which would have taken many men weeks or months to learn. Perhaps now, we can 
begin to tmplement our plan." 


"At last," the Time Lord muttered, skimming out of his wet suit. For three days, he had practiced 
tn the water with the crew, testing the experimental deep-water sult while learning to deal with 
the unpredictable currents of the Indlan Oceane Under other circumstances, he would have had to 
admit he enjoyed It, but the forced separation from the TARDIS made him Irritable. While he 
finally came to apprectate the need for instruction, the delay did nothing to Improve his mood. 


Running a hand through his damp hair, he stretched out In a chair next to Cousteaue Together, 
they studied a dlagram he had drawn up to show the posItion of the TARDIS. 


"!f we loop two cables around the middle and secure them with a third, It should be possible to 
lift her free of the debris. Once the sediment Is loosened, there should be no probleme The only 
thing ! worry about Is the position of the winch." 

"| may have a solution." Cousteau picked up a penci!, hastily sketching another diagram. "A 
diving platform with a winch attached could act both as a means to raise your TARDIS and as a 
polInt from which to begin the divee The small bathyscape can be lowered directly to the ocean 
floor, once In posItton." 

The Time Lord nodded- "And a diver in a pressurized suit would merely have to free the sides of 
the TARDIS, attach the cables, and signal the platform to begin the lift. And," he added excited=- 
ly, "ff we could attach a cable to each side of the bathyscape, It would add extra stab! lity. 
Stmple, but I+ should work." 

"We will begin tomorrow. One of my divers, Bernard Delemotte, has volunteered to do the dive." 
The Doctor sat back In his chalre "Noe The TARDIS Is my responsibIitity. | will take the risks." 


"But you have no experience with the pressurized sult." 


The Time Lord arched an eyebrow at hime “You forget, Captain, | have more experlence with pres- 
surftzation than anyone else here." 


Cousteau considered for a moment, then smiled. "Sometimes 1 forget, mon aml, that you are not 
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from this worlds Very well, you shall dive." 
The Doctor returned his smilee "Thank you,” he salde 
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Tegan leaned over Calypso's rall, staring at the reflection of the moon on the water. It was 
peaceful, deceptively soe She was lost In her thoughts. 


"Nice night." Jack Fletcher's deep voice startled her, and she whipped around to face hime "i'm 
sorry," he laughed, catching her by the arms. 


She laughed, too, and shook her head. "Yes, It Is nicee" She turned to face the water agaln. 


"You're worrfted about the dive tomorrow, aren't you?" he asked softly as he teaned against the 
rall bestde her. | 


"Oh, | suppose soe | know the Dector Is very capable, | know It*s his TARDIS, and | know he's the 
logical cholce to do It. But ! wish somebody else was going to do that dive. It's such a long 
way downe.." 

"Well, this ts the way he wants I[t."® 

“| knowe*™ 

The big Australfan took a drag on his cigarette, then tossed [t Into the waves. "! think he'll 
make tt. Fatr dinkum, as he sayse* She smiled at that, and looked up at him. "I'I!l miss you 


when you go, Tegane" 


In the moonlight, he could barely see the expression on her face as he touched her cheek. Brush- 
Ing back a few stray hairs, he leaned over and kissed her. I+ was brief -- and tender, and sad. 


"1"'I1 miss you, too, Jack." 
"Stay, then." 


In the stlence that followed, they both turned back to the raft]. Nelther heard the Doctor ap- 
proach, then turn on his heel and retreat back to the bridge. 


"] can't," Tegan said finally. 


"Couldn't give you muche A house, maybe a little land..." He rambled on, not wanttng to hear her 
answer. 


"Jack, I can*t," she repeated. “This Isn't my time, andee.™ 
"You belong with him," he finished for here "1 knowe" He smiled sadly. He didn't understand the 
complicated matters of time and space she tried to explain to him, or how she could exist In two 


places at once. He ony knew he wanted her with hime "I! had to ask." 


"i'm glad you dide Because, If you hadn't, !'d always have wondered how {I'd have answered." 
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He looked down at her In the darkness and laughed. Wonderful Teganee.- He would miss her. "How 
about a beer, then?" 


"!%d love one," she answered, taking his arm. They stroiled across the deck. 


The Doctor watched them curlously from the doorway, feeling Just a little gutlty for his Intru- 
stone Am | about to lose another companion? He scowled. It's getting damned hard to hold onto 
themece 


With a shrug, he turned back toward hIs cabin. 
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The early morning {tight glfttered off the diving platform that was perched on Calypso’s stern, 
walting to be lowered Into the water. Around it, a group of divers and crewmen worked bus! ly at 
last-minute preparations. Off to one side, fn all Its regal splendor, was the American Navy's 
pressure sult, propped up and walting Its turn. All that was missing from the scene were the 
princtpal players. 


Nyssa stood on the edge of the group of workers, hands on her hips, frowning at the oceane Falco 
had told her the sea was calm, but Itt looked pretty choppy to her. She was nervous, and happy to 
see Tegan round the corner, walking side-ways In what appeared to be a one-sided conversation with 
the Doctor. He shook his head obstInately and strode purposefully toward the diving suit. As 
Nyssa hurrted to join them, she could hear the discussion. 

"| Just don't understand why It can't wait," Tegan sald persistently. “What's another day?" 
"Another twenty-four hours. Another twenty-four long hours. You needn't worry. Everything wil! 
be Just fines Good morning, Nyssae Now, see, Tegan, Nyssa Isn't worrted, are you?" He looked 
polIntediy at her. 

She looked backe "Yes, | am," she answered. "The wind Its picking up." 


"Nonsense. ™ 


‘it Isn't nonsense." Tegan poltnted at the waves just as Captain Cousteau appeared from the other 
stde of the platform. . 


tWe are ready at last, If the weather will cooperate." The Frenchman turned to the Doctor. "Mon 
amt, are you certain you want to risk this?" 


"Yes. I've waited long enough." 

Cousteau nodded, and Indicated several colls of three-quarter Inch cable attached to the sides of 
the small diving capsule. “The length should be adequate to secure your TARDIS and still reach 
back to the bathyscape.- Then we will pull you up together." 


"Doctor," Tegan tnterrupted, "can't you just go Into the TARDIS and fly It out?" 


"No," Nyssa answered for hime "The water pressure will be so great at three hundred sixty metres 
that, once the door Is open, It will be Imposstble to close It again, and the TARDIS will be 
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flooded." 


"Shorting out the entire electrical system In the process," the Doctor addede "No, this Is the 
only ways Captain, shall we?" 


With a bow, Cousteau motioned him toward the sult. 


The Time Lord skimmed off his Jersey and handed It to Tegan, then, with the help of Captain 
Cousteau and Jack Fletcher, wriggied Into the awkward sult. He stood there for several minutes as 
the others checked for leaks or drops In pressure, then waved as he was fitted Into the bali- 
shaped bathyscape. 


Divers, Including Jean-Michel Cousteau and Albert Falco, waited In the water as a crane rafsed the 
whole structure, then lowered It gently to the surface of the rolling waves. Carefully, they 
manoeuvred the craft over to the spot above where the TARDIS lay. 


"Nyssa!" a volce called from the bridge. 
Giving Tegan a smile, she hurrted to help where she could. 


Alone, the Australtan stared at the platform. "I wish there was something ! could do," she 
fretted. 


"Well, you could keep me from chewing my nalls to the bone," Jack drawled. His duties completed 
for the moment, he Jolned her at the ral! to watch the progress of events. 


She smiled. It did help to have him with her. 


At Captain Cousteau's command, the bathyscape was released from the platform to begin Its slow 
descent to the bottom. Four divers would follow to about sixty metres, where they would awalt Its 
return, then reposition {ft as It approached the surfacee Inside, the Doctor kept In constant 
radio contact with the bridge of Calypso. 


To Tegan, the walt seemed an eternity. There was nothing to do but watch the platform pItching In 
the seas The motion began to make her sick, and she was relleved when a crewman asked her and 
Jack to join Captain Cousteau on the bridge. 


Instde, In the steamy close quarters of the cabin, Nyssa sat by the sonar, monitoring both the 
position of the TARDIS and the gradual descent of the bathyscapee Cousteau leaned Intently over 
the radio transmitter, listening to reports of depth and pressure, which his son Phillippe in turn 
jotted down on a chart. 


"Two hundred metres," the Doctor reported. The breathing mixture made his voice sound unnatural ly 
highe At another time, Tegan might have giggled, but this was deadly serfouse. "The water's murky 


even here," he continued. 


Slowly, the sphere travelled toward the ocean floor, turning to face the position of the TARDIS, 
Its lights Tiluminating a path before It. 


On the bridge of Calypso, the tension grew. Tegan gripped Jack's hand gratefully, glad for his 


undying faflth tn the Doctor's abilities. Thank heaven he hasn't travelled with the Doctor before, 


and seen for himself the trouble he's prone to getting Intoce. 
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Finally, they heard the Time Lord's volce againe "Three hundred sIxty-one point four metres. 
That's It. How close am |?" 


All eyes turned toward Nyssa as she consulted her graph. "Shouldn't be more than seven metres." 
"Can't see anythinge Too murky- I'l! head due south." 
"Southwest would be closer," Nyssa advised. 


The Doctor acknowledged the correction and carefully slld, feet first, through the opening at the 
bottom of the bathyscapee The clumsy sult made movement difficult. But he managed to clear the 
hatch, attach his ‘StIne to the stde of the small craft, and collect the colls of heavy cable that 
snapped onto a ring at the side of the sult. His only other tool was a small, collapsible shovel 
for use In removing sediment from around the TARDIS. Progress was slow as he moved toward his 
target, with Nyssa constantly correcting and gulding him. 


"There she Itseeel think!" he exclaimed, pausing to brush away loose sediment. "Yes!" 
"How deeply burted?" Captain Cousteau asked. 


twell, she's at an angle, door-side down, !'d guesse" He dug more sediment away with his hands. 
"About three-quarters burted, but loosely -- small stones, gravel, and sand." 


He worked In sIlence for a time, digging with his hands and, when necessary, with the shovel. 
Leaving enough stones to form a base to keep the TARDIS from toppling onto its side, he looped the 
cable underneath, and then underneath agatn, securing the two lengths with a third. The pressure 
sult had articulated Joints, but movement was stt!! painfully slow, taxing his patience. Finally, 
with a flourish, he fastened the last hitch and stretched the remaining cables back toward the 
bathyscape. 


"That's got It," he reported. 
Stowly, he followed his own Ifne back to the little sphere, where he attached one cable to each 
side of the capsules The exertion of excavating the TARDIS had worn him out, and his |aboured 


breathing could be heard clearly on the bridge above. 


Tegan paced, her arms wrapped around her body. It was about the only thing she could doe What Is 


taking him so longeoe? 


"I'm Int" they heard suddenly. "Cables are attached. ! suggest we go now. My air Is getting 
Jowe* 


Captatn Cousteau looked triumphantly at the party assembled on the bridge, nodded quickly, and 
hurrted to the deck to supervise the recovery of the bathyscape.e. At the door, he collided with 
Fatco, who, still! dripping tn his wet sult, gazed uneas!Ily at the choppy water. 

"Permisston to launch the saucer, Captain?" 


Cousteau gave him a quizztical look- "Do you feel It Is necessary, Albert?" 


The other man shrugged, agafn looking out to seas "I would feel better prepared." 
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"Very well, then, but hurry. We will need the crane and al! the crew for the recovery." 


Falco smiled slightly, and disappeared with a flurry of orders. Crewmen raced to help, Including 
Jack, who offered a quick apology to Tegan. 


Inside the bathyscape, the Time Lord felt the motion of the capsule as It was drawn upward. He 
tried to catch sight of the TARDIS through the small porthole, but could see only a short way from 
the craft. A sudden jolt told him he had reached the end of the tether. 

"Slowly, now,” he called, walting for the Information to be relayed to the divers handling the 
winche He held hfs breath as the bathyscape continued to rise, slowly at first, then gradually 


faster. The TARDIS swung free and was on her way to the surface. 


He felt like cheertng, Itke celebratinge Soon, he would be free agalne The thought cheered him, 
and he let hits mind wander to places not visited for centurles. ) 


Lost tn thought, he nearly missed the slight shift in balance as one of the cables broke loose. 
His upward motion Increased, and the remaining loop silpped Inch by Inch closer to the edge of the 
TARDIS. The bathyscape tipped further, bringing him rapIdly back to reality. 


"Stop!" he shouted. “We're losing her!" 


For a sickening few seconds, the bathyscape continued Its upward movement. Then It slowed, and 
finally stopped. 


"What Is wrong?" Philippe Cousteau shouted Into the microphone. 


"I'm not certain, but | think we've lost a cable. The balance seems wrong. If we try to go up 
further, the other cable could slip off. I'I! have to go back out." 


"No." This was the voice of Captain Cousteaue "Your air supply Is running lowe We will have To 
risk ascent as it fs." 


With a determination that Tegan knew all too well, the Doctor answered, "{ won't take the chance 
of losing the TARDIS agatn.e I'm gotng to try." He prepared to leave the bathyscape again. 


The young Australian looked from the senlor Cousteau to his sone “What about the divers? Could 
they reach him?" 


Philippe picked up the microphone again. "Doctor, what Is your depth?" 

"One hundred twenty-five polnt five metres," came the muffled reply. 

Pht ft fi ppe shook his head. "Too deep." 

Tegan dropped Into a vacant chair. This can't be happening agalineo. 

Suddenly, a new voice was heard, that of Jean-Michel Cousteaue "We cannot hold out here on the 


platform much longer. The waves are Increasinge Much more wind, and we will be tn danger of 
capsizinge We must continue now.” 
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“Walt, just a little longer," Philippe told his brother. 


One hundred metres below, the Doctor once again left the safety of the bathyscape. Carefully, he 
slid through the bottom hatch, this time holding on to the grips at the side. There was no 
comforting bottom beneath his feet now, only two hundred fifty metres of black water. 


A cable had Indeed detached Itself from one side of the TARDIS; [t floated IImply from Its ring. 
SquintiIng Into the darkness, the Time Lord contemplated his next move. 


A bright IIght cut through the gloom Calypso'’s saucer appeared on his right, skimming along 
through the cloudy water, Its arm extended as [f tn a friendly salute. 


The Doctor watched, Intrigued, as the minfature submarine floated below him, shining Its light on 
the blue shape of the TARDIS. Falco circled once, the saucer's pincher arm outstretched and open, 
and deftly caught the cables holding the TARDIS. 


Fatntly, the Time Lord heard cheers through the radlo, and Captain Cousteau's voice. “We have [t, 
Doctor. Release the other cable. Faico will bring the TARDIS to the surface." 


He took a deep breathe How long have | been holding tt? He could almost see Cousteau's smile. 


The saucer rose beside hIm, clutching Its precftous cargo. Through the submersIble's tiny port- 
hole, the Doctor could swear he saw the gleaming smile of a very happy Frenchman. He smiled, too, 
and, with a sigh, climbed back Into hIs metal womb. 


"Merc!, Falco," he murmured. “Thank youee."™ 
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Celebration followed celebration as each part of the recovery team reached the surface. First the 
dome of the little saucer emerged from the water, pitching precarfously In the waves. The TARDIS 
hung from Its metal claw, looking rather small and Insfgnificant. Divers plunged into the water 
to collect the craft and haul !t aboard. The submersible followed, bearing a triumphant Falco. 


Next to appear were the divers, who scrambled onto the platform to help with the bathyscape, which 
surfaced soon after. Cables attached, the whole unit was II fted toward the ship. It rocked In 
the wind, threatening to ram Calypso's side time and again, but the steady hands of the crew 
prevented catastrophe. Soon, the diving platform Itself rested on the deck. 


Once again, a cheer arose, as the Doctor emerged from the bathyscape and was pulled clear of the 
cumbersome diving sult. Damp and sticky, he pushed his hair from his eyes and grinned broadly as 
Tegan and Nyssa launched themselves at hime 


all 


"You did It!" Tegan squealed, hugging him. 


"We all did it," he reptifed as he extricated himself from Nyssa's grasp. He crossed to the blue 


police box that lay dripping on Its side on the deck. "Could someone give me a hand with this?" 
Several crewmen stepped forward. Together, they holsted the TARDIS tnto an upright positton. 


For a long moment, the Time Lord just stood there, one hand resting on the door of his beloved 
TARDIS. Then, ralsing his eyes to Cousteau, he sald, “Thank you, Captain. Thank you all." 
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The Frenchman smt led. He needed no further thanks. 

The Doctor fumbled Inside his shirt untt! he finally found the little key on [ts chaln. Hands 
shaking, he fitted It Into the lock and turned [te As the door opened, he closed his eyes In 
silent tribute to whatever delty had seen fit to reunite them. Then, In one motion, he swung the 
door wide and slipped Inside. 


Several minutes passed without his reappearance. Calypso'’s crew began to murmur In confuston. 


Jack walked up to Tegan, a cigarette held loosely [In one hand. "Do you think he's all right In 
there?" 


She chuckled. “He's fine, Jacke Just give him time." She patted his arm. 

Suddenly, the door reopened, and a very chipper Doctor emerged. 

"is everything all cight?" Nyssa asked. 

"Shipshape, I'd say, or she will be, as soon as | repair the directional stabilizer." 


Captain Cousteau Joined them. "Your Instruments are {fn working order? There was no damage from 
water, or from the pressure?" 


"No, everything seems Just fine. She Is a spacecraft, after all, built to withstand extremes. 
But !'d better get. to work on her, or we won't be travelling through space or anywhere else. 
Nyssa, would you mind?" Quickly, he bounced back Into The TARDIS, followed by Nyssa. 

Tegan saw the disappoInted look on Cousteau's face and was ready with an apology. “The Doctor's 
excited," she explained. "Please, don't take It personally. I'm sure he'll be happy to give you 
the grand tour just as soon as he gets hIs gizmo fixed." 

The French explorer shook his head. “1 still cannot understand where he fits It all.* 

"You will," laughed Tegan. “You will." 
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Hours had passed since the Doctor and Nyssa disappeared Into the TARDIS. Most of Calypso's crew 
had long since given up hope of finding out the secret of the mystertous blue boxe Even Tegan had 
left her post by the door. 


"He's taking a long time," commented Jack, who stood, hands on his hips, staring at the police 
boxe He was curfous, tos 


"It's a major repair," Tegan answered. "If it's not done just right, we could finish up back down 
there." She pointed past the ral! to the open water. 


"He wouldn't leave without you, would he?" 


She snorted. "Not [Itkely. He did that once, and | don't think he'll try {tt again." 
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Just then, Nyssa appeared at the door. "He's nearly finished, | think, or so he sayse® 
"And It's golng to work?" Tegan asked wearily. 


"So he says. But you know the Doctor!" Nyssa laughed at the perplexed look on Jack's face. “He 
Is fallible, you know." 


‘Well, let's see for ourselves," Tegan sald. "Come on, Jacke I'*!t! show you what a real ship 
looks like." 


Taking his hand, she led him through the double doors and Into the console room. 


For a moment, Jack stood motionless, hIs eyes taking tn the spaclous room and the complex equip- 
mente Then a huge smile spread over his facee "Fale dinkum!" he chuckled. 


Just then, the door to the corridor flew open, and the Doctor swept Into the room, a small plastic 
and chrome component held gingerly in both hands. 


Jack! Nice to see you again! Be a good chap and give me a hand, would you?" 

Without hes!Itation, the Australlan rushed to the Time Lord's side, ass!sting where he could in the 
Installation of the directional stablifzer. Nyssa worked at the other side of the console, 
repairing the damage done by the emergency short circult. 

Left alone, Tegan wandered toward her room. It seemed IIke ages since she had occupied anything 
but the cramped and messy cabin of an ocean-going ship- Her fami Iftar bedroom seemed gigantic by 
compar tsone 

On a whim, she did the first thing that came Into her mind -- she brushed her teethe It made her 
feel more at home. But there was an emptiness, too. She would miss all her new friends =~ and 
she would miss Jacke 

With a shrug, she shook off the feeling and returned to the console room. 


"There," the TIlme Lord was sayings "That ought to do [t. Just a small test..." 


"Doctor," Nyssa Interrupted, “you're not planning to leave without saying goodbye to Captain 
Cousteau and hIs crew, are you?" 


"No, no, of course I'm not, but | must know If this Its golfing to work." 

He flipped the usual switches. Nothing happened. 

Then, with a grin, he pounded the console once with his fist. The time rotor sprang to life, and 
a look of pure satisfaction crossed his face. Checking the power output, he nodded and reversed 
the settings. Finally, he shut the system down agatne "Good as new!" 

taAimost," Tegan quipped. "But will she travel?" 


"1 hope so," the Doctor answered. "Now, let's see to our friends, shall we?" 


The Time Lord released the door mechanism, and they returned to the deck of Calypso. Jack held 
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the door for the others, examining It for some sort of trickery. Finding none, he shook his head 
In admiration. 


Outside, a small group gathered when they saw the Doctor. Captain Cousteau was the first to 
congratulate him on his successe "Well, Doctor," he sald, “you have your machine againe Now, you 
will leave us?" 

Sadly, the Time Lord nodded. "Yes, we must. But not just yet. I*I! be happy to answer any 
questions before we go. Or, perhaps," he turned directly to Cousteau, "give a little demonstra- 
tton?" 

The scientist's weathered face brightened. “I would be most Interested to see your ship." 

"Anyone else?" asked the Doctor, leading the way Into the TARDIS. 

Inside, he stood with his hands tn his pockets, merrily observing the rapt expressions of the crew 
as they ran thelr hands along the walls, poked about the console, and conversed rapidly with each 
other tn French. "Just, please, don't touch the controls," he asked nervously. 


After a few minutes, Captain Cousteau Joined him. “How fs it all possible?" he asked. 


"The Interior of the TARDIS exists In another dimenston. This Is only the console roome The ship 
Is much larger." He waved toward the door to the corridor. 


“And It travels through time as well as space?®* 
"Yes. Would you care for a demonstration?" 


Cousteau's eyes gleamed as the Time Lord set the coordinates. "And where would you take us, 
Doctor?" 


"To paradise, Captain." 

With a flourish, the Time Lord flicked a final switch, setting the time rotor Into motion. The 
TARDIS whirred backward In time. Astonished eyes followed the movement of the rotor; several men 
glanced at the Doctor with apprehenston. 

In minutes, the rotor stopped, and the T!lme Lord worked to complete their short Journey. 

"We are In hover mode at the moment," he announced, and turned on the view screene "What you see 
before you Is France, In the Fourteenth Century. B.C.," he added with a grine "“Unspolled, 


unpolluted, and, for the most part, unpopulated." 


The screen showed a huge expanse of greenery. Dense forest, broken In places by small clearings, 
stretched before them. The crew stood In wonder, gazing at the screen. 


Again, the Doctor worked the controls, landing the TARDIS smoothly [In one of the clearings. 
"Paris, anyone?" He opened the door. 


Slowly, the men stepped outside, marvelling at the wildness of the place. Soon, they were explor- 
Ing, delighting tn the sight of plant and animal life not seen in France In centuries. 
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The Doctor stood with Captaln Cousteau In a sunny spot In the clearing. 
"| am glad you did not land us In a tree, mon aml." 


"Oh," the Doctor shrugged, "the TARDIS did that. She looks out for our safety." He Indicated 
their surroundings. “Well, what do you think?" | 


"| think | have witnessed a miracle. But we may never see my crew againe"™ He chuckled. “Can 
thts really be France, and so long ago?" 


"Time Is relative, Captain." 
"it Is so clean, so freshe 1! only wish | could bring ft back for the rest of fhe world to enjoy." 
"Or exploit?" The Time Lord shook his head sadly. "We pay the price for our progress." 


"To possess such knowledge..." Cousteau turned to hime "Your people, they could stop wars, feed 
bttlfons, control entire worlds..." 


The Doctor scratched his head, embarrassed. "Well, yes, that's true, | supposee But unfortunate- 
ly, or fortunately, maybe, the Time Lords don't want that kind of power. We observe, but we must 


not change. At least, we're not supposed to." 


The Frenchman nodded sadly. "! understand. But It must be painful for you to watch, and not be 
able to change the evil." 


Agatn, the Doctor agreed, remembering the many times he wished he could change the course of 
history. "It can be, yes, but It can also be wonderful. I've travelled throughout centurltes, and 
seen the sun rise on a thousand worlds. Yet It seems | always come back to Earth." 


"Perhaps we are the greatest challenge?" 


"Perhaps you aree The human race has a great capacity for compassion. You could make This planet 
Into a paradise again." 


"And do we, Doctor? Do we make our world a paradise? Or has all our work been for nothing?" 
The Time Lord paused, looking Into the other man's keen eyes. | can't lie to himee. 


"None™ Cousteau looked awaye "| can see that we do not." 


"Would you Ifke to see for yourself? | can show you your future, just as | have shown you your 
past." 
The scientist shook hts head. "Non, Doctor. | have many years of work ahead of me, and ! do not 
wish to know that It Is for nothing. I will continue my work as If this conversation never took 
place." 


"If It's any consolation, Captain, your work wlll not be for nothing. Millions will come to know 
the oceans, and to appreciate thelr world and its beauty, as a result of your work. That, alone, 
will assure Earth's Immortality -- If not here, then In space. The knowledge will! survive." 


* 93 * 


Cousteau looked Into the Time Lord's candid facee ."J envy you, Doctor, with your freedom to 
travel! through time. But | pity you also, for the burden of your knowledge. I! would not want 
such a burdene" Patting the Time Lord on the shoulder, he rose and surveyed the clearing. "Per- 


haps we should go now. I! wil! gather my mene" Turning back to the Doctor, he smiled. "Merci, 


mon aml, for all of this." 


The Doctor returned the smile as he watched the Frenchman walk away across the grass. He had met 
many great men fn his long life -- but thls was one he would never forget. 
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Calypso's deck was crowded with Improvised tables as the crew of the ship and the travellers from 
the TARDIS shared one last meal. A happy, relaxed atmosphere permeated the ship -- the contented 
feeling of a Job well done. Those who had dared journey with the Doctor Into their homeland's 
distant past were quleter than the others, pondering the afternoon's expertencee Some could not 
accept it, passing It off as a trick of some sort, but others marvelled at the wonders of the day. 


Captain Cousteau had arranged the gathering tn honour of hls guestse The Time Lord and Nyssa sat 
at one table, surrounded by the Captain and his family- As they ate, the Doctor produced a 
two-week-old newspaper from his pocket and waved It under Nyssa’s nose. 

"We can stIil make the test matches," he announced. "I hate to be so close and miss all the fun" 
"Cricket again, Doctor? ! thought, In all the excitement, you'd forgotten." 

"What? Forget the Finals? Not IIkely." He turned his best wounded look on her, making her 
faughe It would be good to get back Into the routine again, he thought. Carefully, he rolled the 
paper and thrust it Into his Inside pocket. "I'll read thls later. By the way, where's Tegan?" 


"With Jack," Nyssa answered. 


Jean-Michel Cousteau cocked an eyebrow. "I think your young friend has taken a fancy to MonslJeur 


Fletcher." 
"Yes, so It would seeme Perhaps | should have a little talk with her. Excuse me." 


The Doctor wound his way among the Joyous crewmen, shakIng hands and accepting congratulations all 
the way. 


Tegan sat In the centre of a particularly rowdy group, Jack by her side. In one hand, she held 
her missing sandal, tled with a blue ribbon. 


"Tegan," the Time Lord Interrupted, "may | speak to you for a moment?" 


“Of course, Doctor." Then, "I'll fintsh up later, mates," she sald to the others as she rose to 
her feet. Dusting down the seat of her white shorts, she followed the Time Lord. "What Is I+?" 


"Teganeee™ He hesitated. "You've been travelling with me for quite a long time noweee™ He 
fumbled for the right words. 


"Yes?" 
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Well, If you'd, uh, 


ltke to stay behind this time, | could return you to your own time. | mean, 
you wouldn't want to remain here, with the chance of meeting yourself..." he finished lamely. 


"And, zap, yes, | knowe" She looked him In the eyes. "Are you asking me [f | want to stay with 
Jack 2" 


"Well, yes, | Imagtne that's exactly what I'm asking. 


1 could move him ahead with yous..." 
She smiled. "I'm fond of Jack, but !'m not In love with him. Not that It's any of your busI- 
ness," she added. "We talked It over, and | want to stay with you. 


If It's all eight, that Is." 
"Of course, It's all right." 


He was pleased. "Are you ready to go?" 


"In a few minutes." 
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He smiled and nodded, feaving her to say her goodbyes. 

Returning to his seat at the table, the Time Lord gathered up the few keepsakes he had been given 
-- a photograph of Calypso and her crew, the location map showIng where the TARDIS had been found, 
and his red wool cap. As he motioned for Nyssa to say her farewells, Captain Cousteau lifted his 
glass.e The Doctor sat back down. 

"! propose a toast -- to the man who has brought us knowledge from beyond the stars, who has shown 
us great courage, and who has held out hIs hand In friendship to our world. We salute you, 


Doctor!" 


As glasses were raltsed, the Time Lord found himself momentarily speechless. Then, finally, he 
rose to his feet. 


"Thank you, my friends, for belleving In our mission, and for giving so much of yourselves to 
bring tt to a successful conclusion. Without you, there would have been no future for us." He 
ralsed his own glass to them. "To Captain Cousteau, and the crew of Calypso!" 

There were loud cheers tn response, and the clinkIng of glasses. 

The toasts continued, giving the Doctor and Nyssa an opportunity to get ready to leave. In the 
flurry that followed, they were engulfed In handshakes and hugs.e Only Tegan and Jack did not Join 
In the general farewells. 

"Are you sure this Is what you want?" Jack asked her. 

"Yes, positive." 


He nodded, releastIng her hand, and began to walk away. 


"Jack! [*l! miss youl" Her small volce carried over the din, and he returned to take her Into 
his arms. 


"!*Il miss you, too, Tegane God knows, I'Il miss you." 
"Maybe, some day, ten or fifteen years from noweee Who knows? I won't be travelling forever..." 


"Who knows?" he agreed, smiltnge "Good luck to you, and good sallinge® He released her agaln, 
and walked away. 


"Goodbye, Jack," she called after him, then felt, rather than saw, the Doctor behtnd her. 
"Are you ready now?" he asked. 


"Yes." Quickly, she went to Captain Cousteaue "Thank you for everything you've done. You've 
saved his Iffe, all our IIves." Tears threatened to break free of her control. 


Cousteau smiled gently. “!t was time well Invested. Goodbye, Tegan." He kissed her hand. 


With a last look behind her, she plunged Into the TARDIS. Nyssa was close behind. 
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The party continued as the Doctor and the French explorer stood together before the TARDIS. Then, 
hands tn his pockets, the TIlme Lord turned and strolled to the rall, Cousteau at his side. A 
steady wind rippled over the water; the resultant waves distorted the reflection of the moon. 


The Frenchman stretched a hand toward the water. “Always the wind," he sighed. "It ts eternal. 
Like Time Lords, perhaps?" ) 


"We're hardly eternal." 


"!¢ only we could harness this eternal wind as you have harnessed the power of time. Maybe then, 
we would have the answer." ; 


The Time Lord looked at him and grinned, his smile lost tn the darkness. Stlently, he reached 
Into his coat pocket and pulled out the rolled newspaper. Loosening the coll of paper Into a 
cylinder, he handed [t to hIs companion. 


"1 think you wil! find your answers, Captain -- or at least one of theme And | know you will 
never stop tryling." 


Cousteau took the paper, perplexed. “Each night, | will look up at the stars, but they will never 
be the seme again. Each wil! become a world you have visited. Mercl, Doctor. And bon voyage.” 


"Thank you, Captain Cousteau. It's been a pleasure." 


Shaking hands, the two men parted. With a wave, the Time Lord strode up to the TARDIS and pushed 
through the door. Over his shoulder, he could see the lone figure of the French sclentist, still 
standing at Calypso's rall. What an amazing manee- 
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Jacques~Yves Cousteau watched, barely moving, as the TARDIS faded Into the night, accompanied by a 
loud grinding nolse. He took a deep breath, then turned back to the sea. In hts hands, he sttll 
held the paper cylinder. Thoughtfully, he leaned against the rall, feeling the tug of the wind on 
the tube. Then, with a shrug, he rolled the paper tighter and returned to the celebration. 





"Tangled In Holly" 


(by LInda Ruth Pfonner) 


The oak wasn't the oldest In the forest, but It was no sapling, either. The squirrel who had made 
It his home for the past two summers had no way of guessing the tree's age, nor would he have 
understood the number, for hIs perception of numbers was IImIited. To him, the aged oak was his 
universe -~ home and larder, hunting ground and refugee The hollow branch on the southeast side 
provided a cozy nest. The tree's buds and new twigs fed him fn spring and summer; Its acorns fed 
him In fall and winter. The myrtad branches were a playground, and a field where the squirrel! 
dared his luck against hawks and owls, cats and weasels. 


On this particular late-summer afternoon, however, It was too hot for even the usually Irrepress- 
Ible titmice, who huddled In the shade of the old oak. The squirrel sprawled along a branch, legs 
dangling, chin on the bark, panting tn the heat. ‘But he kept some of hIs attentton on the suspIi- 
clous form below him. 


The first major fork of the oak sent a huge IImb almost perpendicularly away from the trunk, about 
three yards above the mossy ground. On It lay the supine figure of a young man. 


Dressed tn soft leathers and coarse homespun In dark forest colours, the lean body lay on Its 
back, one knee flexed, long dark halr In disarray, right arm hangtIng Ilimply off the edge of the 
limbs The man's eyes, framed by long, dark lashes, were closed. His left hand lay across his 
flat stomach, and If he was breathing, the squirrel couldn't see It. 

The little rodent knew the man well; he was a famiifar InhabItant of the forest. But the animal 
kept a watchful eye on the longbow lylIng on the branch beside the still human figure, and on the 
quiver of hunting arrows beside It. The bow and arrows constituted a threat. It might not matter 
that the man didn't move, or even seem to be alive. 

"Herrerrererrrnannnne...!" 

The young man's eyes snapped open, although he didn't move. The mating cry of the fallow deer, 
months out of season ~-- the rut wasn't until November, and [It was only July -- was an alarm, a 
warning =~ and a cry for help. 


"Herrrrrrrrrornnnnneeee!" 


He who had once been Robin of Loxley got to his feet In one smooth, flowing motion. Who would 
dare use Herne's Call but one of His sons? 


Robin stratned his hearing to the utmost, but the Call didn't come Baan He leaned agalnst the 
upright trunk, and tried to remember the voice. Who was Ite+e? 


The voice wasn't familfar -~- but who could it be, other than one of his -own men? 


It wasn't Will Scarlet -- WIII wouldn't call unless he was at Death's very door, and perhaps not 
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even then. And It hadn't sounded tIke Little John. Nasir still held to his own faith; while he 
might cal! for help If he were In dire need, he wasn't likely to use the Call of the Stag. 


It definitely was not Much. Robin knew a great rellef at that reallzation, then a flicker of 
gut it. He was the Black Man, the Son of the Woods. He should show no favouritism. But he was 
human, too, and Much's quick smile and puppy-Itke eagerness to please endeared him to the entire 
band. Bestdes, he was Robin's foster-brother.e. 


The volce had unquestionably been male, so It wasn't Marion's. That was reassuringe It wasn't 
Impossible for hIs dear Lady to get herself Into serfous trouble, but not this timeee. 


He made no consclous decIslon.e He simply dropped down out of the tree, landing !Ightly on The 
moss=covered ground. He set off at a steady, ground~eating, wolf-like trot. 


He went nearly a full feague, and found no trace of anything suspicious. The wildi!fe seemed 
somewhat unsettled, and he saw no deer, but that was to be expected; the Cry of the Stag disturbed 
every Iftving thing In the forest, but especially the deer. 


"Herrrrrrerrrnnanneese.!" 


RobIn straightened, facing the source of the sound, straining to Identify the voice. It was male, 
and very close, perhaps Just over the next rise... 


He pushed back hfs hood and clambered nimbly up the slanted trunk of a fallen elder, hoping to 
overlook the sight before he went Ine A flash of blue drew his eyes, and he turned slightly, 
frowning with concentration as he tried to Identify it. 


Something struck him brutally hard tn the right thigh. His leg buckled, and he grabbed wildly for 
support. Twigs and leaves s!itpped through his fingers, and he fell. 


He landed heavily on his right shoulder and rolled down a short slope, coming to a halt sprawled 
at the bottom of a little gully. He lay very still, trying to catch his breath, while a flame of 
agony grew In hIs lege Hts hand, fumbling for the source of the palin, came upon a hard wooden 
shaft. One glance at his leg confirmed [It -- a crossbow quarrel was burled more than half Its 
length In his thigh. 


Robin's head sagged back exhaustedly, and he closed his eyes. His entire body felt drained of 
strength; the act of regaining his feet was utterly beyond comprehension. 


*! got ‘Im, m'tord! | did! A youth dressed In leathers! Knocked ‘Im right off The branch!" 
Robin froze. There was a thrashing In the undergrowth nearby -- the man who had spoken, and 
several of his compantons, no doubt, and they were coming closer. They had to be the Shertff's 
mene Who else would be out here, using crossbows, hunting meneesee? 

"Where did he fall?" a new volce demanded Imperlously.- "I saw nothing. If you're lying to meee." 
"Damn you, Gisburne.e.." Robin whispered the curse under his breathe The volce was unmistakably 
that of Sir Guy of Glisburne -- and Robin couldn't tmagine anyone he wanted In the vicinity less 


than Sir Guy of Gisburne. 


"I'm not lying, m'tord! He should've falien right under there..." 
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Struck by sudden panic, Robin dragged himself to a sitting position, and desperately looked around 
for his bow. It lay where he had first struck the ground -- and {tt was smashed beyond repair. He 
must have landed on It. That left him with no weapon but his dagger. 


Unable to fight, his only recourse was fillght; he had to hide some place where the men-at-arms 
couldn't find hime The odds, he knew, were against Glsburne delgning to get off his horse, but, 
by the same token, the knight seldom travelled with fewer than a dozen men-at-arms. 


Hts leg wouldn't support his welght. He knew I+, and made no attempt to stand. Instead, he 
crawled, labortously, dragging himself with his arms, pushing with his uninjured leg. He wormed 
hts way deeper Into the undergrowth, hopIng he wasn't leaving too much of a trall. The shaft of 
the bolt kept snagging on the shrubbery, jarring the point deeper Into his leg. 


Hts viston blurred by tears of pain, Robin collapsed In a tiny hollow under a deadfali, sure he 
couldn't be seen by anyone who didn't take the exact route he'd used. He was unaware that the 
tree thus sheltering him was another elder -- that most unlucky of trees. 
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"He must have heard the Call, Will. And he could no more Ignore [t than we can," Little John sald 
patiently. WII! Scarlet was a perverse man, who nearly always played the réle of Devil's Advocate 
In anything the band did. John was more accustomed to Iistening while others argued with WIIl -- 
but Nasir seldom spoke, and the three of them were alone. Even now, NasIr stood apart, Iistentng 
for the Call to come again. 


"And what If It's a trap?" Will grumbled. "The Old Ways aren't all that secret -- they didn't 
always need to be! Gisburne or someone else could have discovered the Call..." 


"WII1, Robin got there first. He must have; he was a lot closer than we are. If It's a trap, he 
may be In trouble. We've got to go and see. We can't just leave him alone out there." 


WIIl didn't have an Instant response. He glanced at Nasir, who returned hts gaze Impassively. 
"Do you have an opinion?" he Inquired sourly. 


There was a long sIlence while the Saracen studied the Saxon's expresslone Finally, he nodded. 
"Yes." 


Will walted, but Nasir turned away to study the forest again. 


"Would you be so kind as to share your opinion with us, 0 mysterltous one?" he growled sarcastic~ 


-allye 


Slowly, Nasir turned to face hime "It Is my bellef," he began, choosing his words with extreme 
care, "that Robin knows, by now, the source of the Call. Whether he has profitted by this know- 
ledge, | cannot know. But we are sworn. We cannot abandon him untl! we know his fate." His 
command of the language was excellent, but he spoke cauttously, as [f uncertain of It. He pre-~ 
ferred not to sound IIke an uneducated peasant -- even If the men to whom he spoke were uneducated 
peasants. 


Will sighed. Nasir was a foretgner who stil! followed his own odd faith, worshipping a God called 
Allah through a divinely appolnted spokesman, Mohammed. It sounded too much IIke the Church to 
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WtIll, although the Saracen sald It was different. And he also never mentioned any female, which 
was even more bafflinge How could any God exist without a Goddess? Even the Christians knew that 
-- they had the Virgin and the Magdalen. Herne had the Great Mother, Who was Mother to ali that 
lived and breathed and grew -~ Including the Horn&éd One Himself. 


But that wasn't Important, not now. 


The Important thing was that Nasir was right. RobIn was thelr Man In Black, the Son of Herne In 
Sherwood. They were sworn to him. They had to answer the Call of the Stag, and they had to 
discover {tf Herne's Son really was [fn trouble. 


"You're right," he conceded, sighing agalne “And there must be some reason why all three of us 
think Robin's In trouble." 


"C'mon, then!" The matter decided, Littie John was Instantiy Impatlent for them to be on their 
ways He didn't walt for any response, but turned and set off at once. 


Smiling ruefully, WIIl followed. Nasir fell In behInd -- willfing enough, and eager enough, but 
not smilinge There was nothing to smile about. 


* & eH 


RobIn huddled tn his tiny refuge. He was coid, and sweating, and his right legging was soaked 
with blood. Nothing he did seemed to slow the blood flowing from the wound. He lay on the rotted 
leaves, panting, hts eyes closed, and IIstened to the men-at-arms stumbling around In the under- 
growth nearby. There was nothing else he could do. He hated acting the part of the wounded doe 
to Gisburne's wolf pack, but he had no alternative. He had no weapon but a dagger, and his 
strength was: flow!Ing out of him In a thick, red stream, soaking the earth beneath him. 


He told himself he didn't mind dying, so long as he did It In the forest. Please, Herne, he 


prayed silently, just keep Glisburne from finding me allve. The sword -- Albion! -- and the siiver 


arrow are safely hidden. Just keep GIsburne away from me while I'm still breathInge.. He felt 
his mind fogging, and let himself relaxe It won't be long, NOWeee 


* ee 


Sir Guy of Gisburne tightened his grip on the reins, and his sorrel gelding tensed, striving for a 
secure footing tn the slippery mud, but too constricted by hls rider's tight hold on his head to 
be at all certain of hls balance. inevitably, the horse lost hIs footing, and slid on his 
haunches down a small embankment. 


Angry, GIisburne jerked the poor, confused beast's head up.e Obediently, the sorrel got all four 
legs under him and made a vallant effort to regain the path. He made It, but not without effec~ 
tively destroying that portion of the track. 


"No one's found the wolf's-head yet?" Gisburne demanded of his mene "If he's wounded, he can't 
have gone fare." 


"Herne protects His own," someone muttered -- just loudly enough for the annoyed young Norman to 
hear. 


"No horned devi!l can keep anything from honest Christians!" he snapped. He yanked the gelding 
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around roughly. "He's got to be here, and we're not gotng back without hime Now, find him!" 


Dickon, the sergeant of the squad, sighed heavily.- Young Willy had, tndeed, knocked someone out 
of the elder -- and Dickon was very much afraid he knew who It wase He couldn't admit to the 
Norman lord that he himself was a follower of the Hornéd Hunter; Gisburne would have him flayed as 
8 traltor. But how could he betray Herne's Son to the Norman? 


Dickon wrung his hands tn despair. WItly was a good shot with a crossbow; chances were very good 
that the Hooded Man was dead. But what if he's not? If he's alive, he's surely badly hurtee. 
Which Is worse -- dyIng alone In Sherwood, or falling, wounded, Into Norman handSeee? 


The dectston was taken from hime The men-at-arms had quickly limited thelr quarry's possIble 
hiding placese An elder had fallen tn some long-ago storm, and now lay half-burled In a tangle of 
holly. Dead or alive, the man Willy had shot was hiding underneath that deadfall. There was no 
other place for him to be, and If he was there, he had to have been allve ~~ at least for a time 
-- just to have crawled Into hiding. 


The men-at-arms ripped at the undergrowth, trying to uncover their quarry, anxfous as young hounds 
at thelr first fox earth. All they accomplished was the destruction of the stand of holly and the 
tearing up of their hands. 


"Hold!" Dickon called sharply. The men froze. “You men stand around the edges," he directed them 
firmly. “I'll go Ine If he flushes, he's yours." 


The men formed a ragged circle around the thicket. Dickon took a deep breath and dropped to his 
hands and knees tn the soft earth. It took a few moments, but he soon found the opening he knew 
had to be there, and he crawled tnto the deadfal!. 


Very IItttle light flltered through the tangle of weeds and vines and evergreen holly, but there 
was a smear of blood on a leaf where he put his hands Difckon knew he had found the track. 


A dim shape was barely visible ahead of him, and he squinted, trying to focus on It In the shad- 
owse It didn't look [Ike a human figure at all; It looked more IIke a wolf sprawled out on the 
leafy mold. Eyes glowed green In the shadows, and he saw a flash of teeth, and heard a wolfish 
snarl. 


But as his eyes adjusted to the dimness, the shape resolved Itself Into the torm of a dark-haired 
young man dressed In leathers, with a hood up over his head, and a dagger In hIs hande The 
youth's eyes were shadowed, but the snarl was very real. 


Dickon caught his breath [tn dismay. "The Hooded Man!" he whispered, recognizing Robin from 
ceremonies he had attended deep In Sherwood. He swallowed hard. Should | kill him here and now, 
or bring him out to be Gisburne's prisoner? Which Is worseee.? 


Could he kIi!Il Robin f* th* Hood? 


Robin heard the soldier coming, and retreated as far as he could. Wounded he was, and weakened 
near death, but he was Herne's Son, and he would not tamely submit to being slaughtered by the 
Normanse 


Dickon noticed the odd way the Hooded Man was lying, and realized he was, after all, badly hurt. 
The younger man's leggings were soaked with blood, and those flerce eyes were glazed with palin and 
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weaknesse The sergeant leaned toward him, to steady him, and jerked back abruptly as Robin 
slashed at him with his dagger. 


"Take It easy, tad," Dickon sald quietly. "I just want to see your leg..." He moved closer, 
talking softly, as he would to a wounded dog or hawk. The young man's defensive determination 
faded as he moved closer. He twisted the dagger out of Robin's hand, and tucked It Into his own 
belt. 


Robin couldn't focus his eyes, and he found It difficult to think. The soldier's voice was 
soothing, and he had to fight desperately to stay awake. He knew he was surrounded by foes, and 
If he relaxed, he would surely be kIIled. 


"Be easy, lade Herne takes care of HIs owne" 
RobIn blinked, ‘startled. He must be dreaming! His father had been dead for a very jong timeee. 


But then, If he was dying, perhaps Alliric of Loxley had Indeed returned to accompany his son 
across the Abyss. Such things weren't unheard Ofee. 


He tried to sit up, to get a better look at the man bending over him, and Jarred the crossbow 
quarrel tn his lege This time, the pain swept up Into his head, and exploded behind his eyes. 
The blinding light faded Into darkness, and the world darkened with It. 


Dickon caught him as he collapsed, and cradied the slim body agalInst his own for a moment. 


"Well? Well? Have you found him yet?" GIsburne's petulance sounded even more childish when 
compared to the dark youth's savage courage. 


But the sergeant was as trapped as young Robin, and knew it. "Here, m'tord," he called, unable fo 
hide the regret In hts voicee. “I have hime WIIlly, give me a hand with the lad -- he's passed 
out." ; 


The youth fn leather was a dead welght In thelr arms, and It took both Willy and Mark, a second 
man~at-arms, to drag him clear of the thicket. They lald him on a flat plece of ground nearby 
while Dickon climbed out. GIisburne dismounted and went to stand over the motionless body. 


"So, wolf's-head, you thought your silly forest god would protect you..." He kicked the outlaw's 
body, and nearly lost his balance as h!s other foot slipped In the mude He had to grab at a tree 
trunk for support, and several of his men-at-arms turned away to hide their grins. 


"M* lord, we need to do something about that bolt In his leg, or he won't Iive to be taken back," 
Dickon spoke up quickly. “You sald you wanted him allve, to be shown to the Sheriff..." 


For a moment, Gisburne wavered, torn between gloating over his victory and anticlIpating the 
triumph of presenting a Iiving prisoner to the Sheriff before an admiring crowd tn Nottingham. 
"Very well," he sald finally. "Do what you can for hime And build a litter to carry him back." 
He swung back Into his saddle and guided the muddy gelding back toward drier ground. 


"Aye, m'lordeee” 
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It was some time later when Little John, Will Scarlet, and Nasir found the site of the ambush. 
"}] smell blood," John announced, stopping in hls tracks. 


Wil! and Nasir stopped, too. It didn't take long for them to find the tral! Robin had left as he 
crawled for cover. The message on the ground was platn to thelr experlenced eyes. LIittie John 
tore the deadfal!l to pleces In a burst of frustrated rage, just to be certain RobIn wasn't still 
lying within It. Then he stood amidst the wreckage, panting. 


“He was hurt, but they bound up his wound," WIII sald slowly. "See, here's a patch of moss they 
ralded for bandaging." 


NasIr jJolned them, holding Robin's smashed bow. He didn't speak, but merely handed It to John. 


The bIg man accepted It sIlentiy, a terrible expression on hIs face. He had made that bow for 
RobIn, and of the entire band, only Little John and Robin himself had been able to string It. If 
had been John's Mid-Summer gift to hts leader and friend. 


WII1l swallowed hard, and had to turn away from the naked grief on John's face. “They carried him 
away on a litter," he sald quietly. 


John shuddered, and his grip on the smashed bow tightened. "He's bad, then," he stated, his tone 
flat. 


tAve, likely he Is," WIFI had to admit, although the thought of Robin, wounded and alone, In 
Norman hands, chilled his very soule "If he wasn't, they'd never have caught him. You know 
that." 


John climbed out of the deadfall and collapsed on the ground beside It. "Who caught him? The 
Sheriff's away, and the Abbot only hunts swans." 


"Guy of Gisburne." 


John glared at Nasir. "That young Norman ass couldn't find his balls with a torch to light the 
way!" he growled. 


in response, the Saracen held out hIs hand. Vivid against the black leather glove was a twist of 
mud=-stalIned hatr torn from a horse's tall. [It was pale gold In colour. 


"GIsburne bought a new horse at the July fair," WIII said with a node "A big, flashy blond sorrel 
with ‘no more sense than an addied hen." 


John took the twist of hair and studted It for a°'long moment. Then his shoulders slumped. “It 
must beee." 


Wil swallowed hard. He hadn't seen Little John so heartsick since the battle at Simon de 
Belleme's castle, where so many friends, old and new, had dled. He found it rather unnerved him 
to see the Indomitable John so crushed. “At least we know where to go look for hime." he offered 
softly, trytng to hearten his friend. 


For a long moment, John didn't move, and WIII glanced worrledly at Nasir. Then the big man stood | 
upe He didn't speak to elther of hIs companions, but drew himself up to his full helght, ralsed 
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his face to the overcast sky, and screamed. 
“Herrrrrrereerannnneeee!"™ 
A league away, a sorrel gelding shied and tried to buck as the Cail echoed through the forest. 


The dozen men-at-arms who followed, taking turns carrying a litter with Its dying burden, bunched 
a little closer together, and a few cast nervous glances at the darkening forest. 


tt He & 


Marton of Leaford leaned against a tree trunk, her eyes closed, trying very hard not to betray the 
terror she felt. Something had happened to Robin; of that, she was certalIn. She had heard the 
Call, and felt his paln and fear as If they were her own. 

But there was no point In losing her self-control. Whatever had happened was already donee All 
she and the rest of the band could do was walte They couldn't plan untIi! they knew what had 
actually happened, and they couldn't know that until RobIn came back. 

Much was tending the firee He came out of the forest with an armload of wood, and dropped It Into 
the pile he had already amassed. He settled down to feed the flames, leaning against the same 
tree that sheltered Marion. Wrapped In her thoughts, she didn't see the three scouts return. 


But Much dide “Little Johni" he called, standing up and grinning tn delltght. 


John didn't reply, or even look at his young friend. He walked toward Marton, his shoulders 
slumped, his face a mask of hard-held grief. 


She looked up at him, and her face went deathly pale. She didn't even see WII! Scarlet or Nasir 
standing at the edge of the clearing. Much's grin faded, and the other members of the band fell 
silent, wafting, dreading the news. 


The big man stopped a stride In front of Marton, who stared up Into his face. "John?" she whis- 
pered, her throat dry as chalk. 


He dropped to his knees before her, and couldn't meet her eyese He had to swallow several times 
before he could force his voice to function. “Robinee.™ 


Her heart froze In her breast. 
"Heeeehe’s taken, Marloneee®™ 


For a long, long moment, there was no sound In the outlaw camp. Then Friar Tuck sighed nolfstly 
and crossed himself. 


"Pratlses be! He IIlves, then? The Call we heard was not a death knel1!?" 
Everyone relaxed just a little, and Marlon started to breathe agaln. 


"No, he lives." WIIl stepped forward Into the clearing. His step was heavy, his eyes hard. "But 
he's hurt, and Guy of Gisburne had him carried by [Itter to Nottingham." 


"GIisburne?" Marton whispered. "Gisburne has him? How?" 
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John and Will told her their guesses about what had taken place, and John showed her the remnants 
of Robin's smashed bow. 


"So," WIIl concluded, "he's hurt, and badly, but he’s probably still allvee And the Normans have 


him." 


That horror was enough to silence them all, and It was several minutes before Much savagely threw 
a chunk of firewood at a tree. The faggot shattered, and they all jumped. 


tMucheee!" Marton was shocked at his unaccustomed violence. 


"| wish we had an army of our own," he growled, carefully not looking at her. "I wish we could 
sack Nottingham, and be rid of the Sheriff forever!" 


ONO. 1 


For a moment, they were all startled; Nasir seldom participated In their debatese Then John, 
frowning, spoke up. 


“Why not? If It weren't for the Sheriff, we wouldn't be outlaws." 


"Your king would send another, with a bigger army," the Saracen pointed out quietly. “All that 
would be accomplished would be the destruction of Sherwood, and the needless deaths of many men." 
He turned his lambent gaze on Much, who quatied. “And do not speak so lightly of sacking a town. 
It ts an ugly business, and no honest man enjoys it." 


Properly chastened, Much nodded. As soon as Nasir looked away, he took refuge close beside 
Mar fone 


Tuck nodded approvingly. "You are wise, Indeed, Nasir. Who would have suspected It?" 

The Saracen recognized the ralllery In the frlar's tone, and so took no offencee He looked over 
his leather-clad shoulder at Tuck for a moment, then went to the fire and pushed some loose sol! 
over It with his boot, putting out the flames. He pitched away the larger pleces of wood, then 
finally covered the scorched earth with fresh green sod saved from when they dug the firepit. One 
good rain, and there would be no sign of their campsite. 


"C'mone" WII) swung his arme “Let's goe" 


The rest of the band fell In behInd him. 
(To Be Concluded. e-) 


"Tangled In Holly," written by Linda Ruth Pfonner, will appear in Its entirety In 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4. See "News, Views, and Comments" for more Information on 
this, and on a challenge to our readers and to all ROBIN HOOD fans from LInda 
Pfonner and the staff of OSIRIS Publications. 


PERSO S ESS 


* 108 * 


1e 


\# 


‘es 


* LETTERS OF COMMENT * 


From Jeannie Webster of Woodlawn, New York [our first real Letter of Comment! ): 


The copy of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER Deanna gave me for my birthday was an absolute delight. 
Of course, | expected high qual!ity from OSIRIS, but you also managed to get a nicely di- 
verse collection of stories. (We tryeee} Quite frankly, ! hadn't known that TSS was 
Including anything but DOCTOR WHO. [We're trying to get the word to everyone. Honest!) | 
like WHO, and watch the shows fairly regularly. However, time and finances will only 
stretch to cover a !ImIted number of fandomse This prevents me from becoming too involved 
In a new fandom unless It bodily attacks me tn some way (which Is how | got Involved In 
B7). (Okay, so now you're Involved, when do we get a submission from youees.?7] 


| haven't seen much of the first Doctor, but "Eyes Looking Up to Heaven" struck me as a 
good representation of that Doctor. Barbara Mater did a great deal of research on the 
time, and It shows. Better yet, she wove [tt Into her story skillfully, without beating the 
reader on the head with It. (It may seem simple to someone who's never tried It, but It's 
not. We've all seen writers who devote page upon page to letting the reader In on every 
single plece of research they ever discovered on the given time perfod. Very annoying.) 
The Easter Island theory Is a good one. I'm not sure off-hand, but Is this one of the 
malnstream theorles, or Is It an opinion of the author? [We're not sure ourselves. Maybe 


we can get Barbara to tell us.) 


Karen River's tribute to Pat Troughton was lovely. Absolutely gorgeous. [We thought It 


was pretty nice, too. We're all golng to miss hime] 


"Dr. Who and the Master of the Third Reich” was a nicely complicated, well constructed 
story. Again, extensive historical research and careful reasoning showe Mass hypnosis to 
explain Hitler's chartsma, mind control explaining his talents as a public speaker, and the 
Doctor's contact with Oppenhelmer were all excellent touches. The Master's reasoning for 
becoming "Der Fuhrer” reminds me very much of those of John Gill In the STAR TREK episode 
"Patterns of Force" -- attempting to solve the "turmol!" of a so-called primitive soclety 
by bringing "order" tn an attempt to unify It. [Amen] 

"Merry Christmas, Brigadier" was a cute, well done warm fuzzy. The Doctor of Christmas 
past, huh? [And why not? We IIked It, too] 


Now on to the BLAKE'S 7 novella (2?) "Touch of Givinge" Excellent character study, with al! 
the characters right on the mark. In addition, It's a well plotted view of what might have 
happened after Gauda Prime. I!t was the IIttle touches, however, that really grabbed the 
readers The Blake whom Avon shot being a clone ts the best example, but Vila‘'s shooting 
Servalan and the healing cave belIng a twin to Dortan's are also good. All together, a fine 
Jobe {This one was special for us -- our first B7 story. Kathy's got a real talent, and 


ee 


we hope to be able to print lots more of her work.] 





The artwork In the zIne was consistently excellent, but then, look at who you have as staff 
ertists! {What can we say? We blush on the artists’ behalf...) 
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And from Barbara Mater of Newark, New York, who writes such fine DOCTOR WHO stories herself: 


SONIC SCREWDRIVER #2 arrived In my mall todaye 1! want to congratulate you on the excel- 
fence of this Issue! It's really an Impressive job. Just goes to show that the profit 
motive Is not the only reason for doling one's best! (Unfortunately, as we all know, there 
are some fans doing this sort of thing for money, which Is something the studios frown 


upon. ] 

Although I've never met Toni Hardeman, I'd Ifke to have you convey my compliments on the 
Iilos that accompany my story, "Eyes Looking Up to Heaven." I'm absolutely thrilled with 
Page 5 It would make a nice book cover... [We [Ike [It a lot, too -- and the story It 
serves to Illustrate!) 


Storles by Gadzikowsk!, Hughes, and Hintze are very good. | am not really famtlfar with 
BLAKE'S 7, having seen only one and a half episodes, but It's nice to have a variety of 
FaSF (That's fantasy and science fiction, for anyone who doesn't knowee.]) worlds repre- 
sented In the zine. That seems to be a trend lately with fans around these parts, too, 
and | think [t's a good one. Not that I'm tired of DOCTOR WHO, but there’s so much other 
good stuff out there, too! [We wholeheartedly agree. Confining a publication to only one 
sub ject ts far too limiting these days, given the wealth of really good matertal around.) 





So you're dofng an all-originals zine, too, hmm? This Is very Interestinge.. (Glad you 
think so, too. Let's hope a lot of other fans agree, and submit lots of good stories for 
IMAGINATION...) 


And now, we Invite all our readers to let us know what they think of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Send 
your Letters of Comment to us at OSIRIS Publications; we will print them, even {ff they are 
negative In tone. After all, how can we please you If you don't let us know what you like and 
want? 
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NEWS, VIEWS, AND COMMENTSce. 


These pages mark the end of the third Issue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Issue #4 of our fanzine 
will be published approximately one year from now, In time for Scorplo Vi In August of 1988. But 
before we leave the realm of British media for another twelve months, we want to express our 
special thanks to a number of people who have done so much to make this fanzine possIble. 


First of all, our wonderful writers, for what publication can exist without them? 


Mary Robertson's “Soap Opera" Is the first pltece of humour submitted to THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 
Its very plausibiifty makes It even funnier. And her "Mourning Is a Long Time Coming" provides 
some remarkable InsIghts Into some remarkable people. She has promised more In the future. 


Berbera Mater has scored again with "Darkly Dreaming," her tribute to the sixth Incarnation of 
Doctor Who. We wonder If she'll bring the Master back agatn for Doctor #7. Her fine series of 
DOCTOR WHO stortes wIi!l continue In THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4. 


We have known Marcia Brin for many years. Her fannish Interests are so widely varted that we 
wonder how she can keep track of them, let alone write such delightful stories. Her "Turning 
Point" Is one of the best character studies we have ever encountered, and does an excellent job 
of explaining so much about the nature of a complex human belnge Marcia, too, will be back again. 


In writtIng "Test Match," Kathie Hughes has done an excellent job of mingling modern science with 
sclence fiction (which {ts what sclence fiction Is supposed to be all about, anyway!). Her 
portrayal of Jacques~Yves Cousteau and the crew of Calypso brought back many happy memorles. 
Here fs a writer who truly knows how to research her work, and we are proud to have been able to 
publish It. 

And Linda Pfonner, who once deseribed herself as “a charter member of the Trash Han Solo Writers 
Association," has proven she can "trash" just about anyone =~ but only with good !Iterary reason. 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4 will contatin the complete "Tangled In Holly," the first In a projected 
serles presenting a mystical view of Robin of Sherwood. Linda apologises for leaving our readers 
with a badly wounded RobIn held captive by Guy of GIisburne, presumably lying In a dungeon some- 
where In Nottingham Castile, bleeding to death. She claims "circumstances beyond my control," but 
we suspect It might more properly be termed "trashing" the readers. 


in any event, we want to make amends, and to do so offer this challenge: Complete "Tangled In 
Holly" == your own version of what happens. We wi!l print the best story along with Linda's In 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4, and will provide a specltal award for the winner of this unusual con- 
test. Linda herself will jotn our editortal staff In judging the stories, although she will not 
be allowed to see any entries unt!! her own verston Is in our possessfone We Invite all ROBIN 
HOOD fans to try their hand at saving Herne's son from certain death, and his followers from 
certain disaster. 


We. want to express our special thanks for all these delightful storfes. We hope our readers 


enjoyed them as much as we did, and we look forward to being able to present far more from these, 
and other, talented writers. 
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And how can we even begin to thank our artists? 


We only met briefly -- once =~ with Ton! Hardeman, but IIked both her and her work at first 
sight. Once agatn, she has rewarded our falth by providing several excellent fllustrations. 


Karen River has been a friend and colleague for many years, and !s a lovely person as well! as one 
of the most talented Individuals we know. Her “Artist's View" of ROBIN HOOD, which has been 


reproduced In a manner suitable for framing, Is truly something to treasure. 


And joan hanke-woods (who claims to be Insulted If her name appears with upper-casé letters!) Is 


a dear friend of long standing, who Its far better known cutside of media fandom these days. She — 


won her first Hugo (Best Fan Artist) at the 1986 World Science Fiction Convention; we are certain 
It won't be her last -- just as we are certain media fans will come to love her art as much as 
non-media fandom already does. 


Many, many thanks to al! these fine artists, as wel! as to our writers. They are what made this 
fanzine such a delight to see, and to read. . 


Mary Greeley and Andrea Idelman are new to our staff, but we think you will find them far more 
than merely competent proofreaders. We thank them, too, as well as Pau! Gadzikowsk!I, our DOCTOR 
WHO Continuity Consultant and designer of the art that precedes our editortais; Lisa Golladay, 
our Humour Ed!ftor (and occaslonally the Editor's Editor, when we can find the time for writtng); 
David Morgan, special In many ways; Lisa Mudano, a new-found friend and colleague from whom we 
wlll be seeing a great deal of work In the future; and Catherine FitzSimmons, our Legal Advisor 
and another new friend. They are the ones who regularly make sure we don't slip up too often. 


And we mustn't forget to thank Frank LIiltz, a truly lovely man for whom the word "class" might 
have been cofned, for his magnificent logoe We hope his art will grace our pages again soon. 


And, ltastly, we want to extend our special thanks to several people, who have taught us so much 
In the past about such things as friendship and trust, about fair dealing, about fandom Itself, 
and about the fannish experlence.e. Barbara Fister-Liltz, Nancy Kolar, Sharon Monroe, J.D. Rich, 
Cherry Steffey -- we acknowledge our debts to each of you, and sincerely thank you for lessons 
well taught. We trust we have learned them equally well. 


But we mustn't forget our readers, elfther, for without you, no publication could exist. Our 
thanks fo you, foo. We hope we have entertained youe We hope we have made you laugh, and cry, 
and think a bit, as wellee. And we hope you will be back with us agaln next year. We look 
forward to meeting each of you some day at a convention somewhere ~- or at least through the 
matie Why not write, and tell us what you think about our efforts on your behalf? 


BLAKE'S 7 has begun to appear on public television In more and more clIties across the United 
Statese ROBIN HOOD remains In IImbo, although we hope not for long. And the seventh Incarnation 
of DOCTOR WHO, as portrayed by Sylvester McCoy, wil! appear on American television screens before 
we Join our readers againe We will be back next year, with more BLAKE'S 7, DOCTOR WHO, and ROBIN 
HOOD stories and art, and perhaps other things as well. Until then, 


May Herne protect you. 


mange Banc. 
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Wander the many dimensions of time and space 
with the Doctor, a meddling Time Lord from the 
planet Gallifrey. Travel the far reaches of 
the galaxy with the freedom fighters of the 
Liberator. Explore the vast depths of Sher- 
wood Forest, fighting oppression and injustice 
with the Hooded Man and his followers. 


DOCTOR WHO. 
BLAKE'S 7. 
ROBIN HOOD. 
THE AVENGERS. 
THE PRISONER. 
THE PROFESSIONALS. 
DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE. 
Stories from all these popular series ~-- and 
any others our readers desire and contribu- 


tors care to submit -- can await you on the 
pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For 
information on prices and contents of specific 
issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is intended to be an 
annual publication. For detailed information 
on submissions, please refer to the back of 
this flyer. 
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OSIRIS Publications takes 
great pride in announcing THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, a new fan- 
zine devoted entirely to the 
realm of British television. 
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THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 


In our premiere issue, meet two charming drones and their human master amidst 
the trees of the Last Forest of Earth, and travel with the Doctor and Jamie to 
a planet where an agricultural colony is dying, its settlers unable to pay for 


the basic needs of survival. -- while surrounded by incredible mineral wealth. 
Join the Time Lord and his companion Tegan as they visit Nafnelor for a holi- 
day -- only to find themselves once again involved in a struggle to save a 


world from alien invasion. Explore some of the many intricacies of the DOCTOR 
WHO universe, in an attempt to unravel such mysteries as the Doctor's age, his 
relationship with the Master and Romana, his true name... 


In our second issue, the Doctor and his companions travel to Central America, 
where they discover the purpose of the mysterious drawings of Nazca. Then the 
Time Lord, this time with companions Ben and Polly, inadvertently journey to 
Nazi Germany, where they meet that nation's malevolent Master. Next, Briga- 
dier Lethbridge-Stewart of UNIT experiences a most peculiar Christmas Eve, as 
Strange events unfold before his disbelieving eyes. And finally, the crew of 
the Scorpio (BLAKE'S 7) have landed on Gauda Prime, where they met with dis- 
aster. But who really died there? And who survived? 


All this, and more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. To order 
either of these first two issues, send a check or money order for $12.00, 
payable to JOY HARRISON in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Remember to specify which issue(s) you want, and be 
sure to include your correct mailing address. And do not send cash through 
the mail! 
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OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in announcing THE OSIRIS FILES, a new 
fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and the many 
ways in which these media treat fantasy and science fiction. 7 


Fly with the freedom of an eagle aboard a unique super-sonic helicopter. 
Travel through space with a rag-tag fleet of refugees as they search for 
safety on a possibly mythical world. Combat an evil, corrupt Empire with the 
brave warriors of the Rebel Alliance. Explore new worlds and new civilisa- 
tions with the crew of the starship ENTERPRISE — or explore the ancient 
civilisations of our own world with Indiana Jones. 


STAR WARS 


Stories from all these popular films and television series, as well as ALIENS, 
DRACULA, E.T., KNIGHT RIDER, MAD MAX, OUTLAND, STARMAN, V, WOLFEN — and 
anything else our readers desire and contributors care to submit -- can await 
you on the pages of each issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE OSIRIS FILES is intended to be an annual publication, although additional 
issues may appear throughout the year. For detailed information on submis- 
sions, please refer to the back of this flyer. O 
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OSIRIS Publications proudly presents IMAGINATION, a new fanzine devoted en- 
tirely to original works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION is intended to be an annual publication. It will contain stories, 
poetry, essays, songs, and art from writers and artists who have the potential 
to become true professionals in the fantasy/science fiction field. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


IMAGINATION 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


We urge al? those who want to see their work in print, who want to share their 
writing and art with others in fandom, to submit their efforts for our consid- 
eration. For additional information on submissions, please refer to the back 
of this flyer. 


Remember, the realm of IMAGINATION is open to all who dare to dream. 
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